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Let the Games Begin 
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Special Agent Dave Mustaine wore his usual smirk as he strutted through the station with a coke in hand, his 
FBI vest firmly in place as he nodded at those who gave him applause, called his name, and gave him a wide 


array of congratulatory remarks. 


"Mustaine!" Nick Menza, a fellow FBI agent, clapped him on the back. "If it wasn't for you man, that fuckin’ lan 
would have gotten away scot-free!" 


"The language Menza The language," chastised the Special Agent in Charge of the New York City Branch, Tom 


Araya. "Good work out there Mustaine. Minus the attitude, we need more agents like you." Araya clapped him 
on the back. 


Dave had just led his team in on the final sting to put away a major drug dealer, Scott lan, and his little band 
of misfits who trafficked in the main Bronx area. The operation had been going on for nearly a year, watching 
and waiting for any clues as to what moves lan and his boys were going to make. They were a part of a larger 
organization, well, that was what the Bureau suspected, but getting thugs like those off the streets was a win 
in of itself. 


"| didn't work alone, Boss. And it was just the right place at the right time" 

Araya snorted. "You were the brains behind it all, Mustaine. You and Ellefson are invaluable" 
"Hmm. Invaluable enough for an early night off?" Dave raised a brow in question, only half teasing 
Araya shooed him off "Go ahead, you earned it, but be here bright and early tomorrow morning” 


Dave pumped his fist and grinned. "Hell yeah! See you losers later!" He waved and ran off amidst the laughter 
and celebration of another drug sting done right. 


NUNN NNNNNNNNNNNNNNNNNN NNN 


Later That Afternoon.. 


Bruce Dickinson's lungs burned as he sped through the busy New York City sidewalks. They were after him, he 
just knew it. He had seen and heard things in the last forty-eight hours that would put his life in danger, 
possibly for the entire length of it. He had managed to get some distance from them when the building he 
bolted from, the Bank of New York Mellon, exploded Pedestrians ran screaming in terror and confusion, some 
being engulfed by the flames mid-step while a few were sliced with large shards of glass from the front 


windows. 


He knew that if he didn't get out of there, much worse would be done to him. He didn't know where to go to 
seek protection, and as much as he would hate to be defined as a ‘nark' as Americans called it, but there was 


only one option if he wanted to live a longer life. 


NNNNNNNN NNN NNNNNNNNNNN NNN NNN 


The agency was in barely-controlled chaos when he arrived, people running here and there, some out of the 
door behind him and the phones were ringing off the hooks. He stood in awe for a moment before he was 
approached by a bronze-skinned man with a polite smile and somewhat strained eyes, he guessed the flurry of 
activity was commonplace and had little to no effect on the man 


"Tomas Araya, Special Agent in Charge. Can | help you? We have to make it quick because we got an 


emergency downtown" 
So the calmness was a facade, Bruce couldn't believe how calm he was acting himself. "The bombing?" 
Araya frowned. "Yes. But Im sure it's big news by now anyway. Do you know anything about if?" 
Bruce nodded. "Yes." 

Araya looked surprised, but he nodded. "Come with me" 


NUNN NNNNNNNNNNNNNNNNNN www 


Dave groaned as he pulled his phone out of his pocket, he had an exact ringtone picked out for the agency and 
it was blasting from the small device. Fuck, and he had just pulled up in front of his house too. 


"Yeah?" 


"We need you to head on back Mustaine. One of the biggest banks in NYC has been blown off the freakin’ map 


and we have a key witness." 

"Why are you tellin’ me this, Araya?" He didn't like where this was going. 

"You're the best agent we have Mustaine. And we're dealin’ with the Hetfield crew." 

Dave closed his eyes, and images of Cliff Burton, his recently deceased partner, ran through his mind, and 
Hetfield had everything to do with it. He and his crew were the leaders of the entire drug network in the state 
of New York, the Bureau and other law enforcement agencies just hadn't gotten enough on him to bring him in. 
"This could be it. We could finally take them down once and for all. I'll fill you in once you arrive." 

Araya hung up before Dave could ask any more questions. Dave sighed and started the car back up; he knew 


that many sleepless nights were ahead of him, but he was hell-bent on locking James Hetfield away for the 


rest of his days, or kill him, whichever came first. 


Briefing 
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Araya slapped a folder on the steel table in front of Mustaine and his team. "His name is Paul Bruce Dickinson, 
Age twenty-three. Straight brown hair, brown eyes. Approximately 5'b.." 


Ellefson leaned over to Mustaine. "A bit on the short side, huh?" 
Mustaine just snorted, he just wasn't into the whole guardian business. 
"And he's originally from United Kingdom, more specifically, England” 
"Why the hell did he come here?" Menza made a face. 


"Despite what you may think, the United States is one of the top leaders of the world and ranks number one in 


a hefty amount of categories for a reason" Araya admonished. 


"My ass." Fellow agent Marty Friedman muttered, the other men snickering, even Mustaine managing a small 


chuckle. 


Having dealt with it for years, their boss chose to ignore their mirth. "It's a given that we are sending him 
into the Witness Protection Program." Araya's eyes honed in on Mustaine. "You guys are at the heart of this. 
You are going to make sure he's safe 24/1-" 


"I do stings, busts, investigations, undercover ops, and whatever is in those categories, but babysittin’ is 


somethin’ | don't do, and ain't doin." Mustaine scowled. 


Araya walked over to where Mustaine was sitting, placing one hand on the table and one on the back of his 
chair as he leaned down. "Dickinson and what he witnessed in these past two days is the key to lock the cell 
that will incarcerate Hetfield for the rest of his shitty existence. We just can't risk haven't something happen 
to him before we have the substantial amount of evidence to and a good trial set up to get Hetfield and his 
clan to court. So if saving his life meant that you had to wipe his ass after he's taken a shit or he needs you 
to hold his dick while he pisses, then you better have either toilet paper or his cock in hand before he even 
finishes the request." 


When all he got was a hard glare and the tightening of the Senior Agent's jaw in response, he sighed and 
approached the subject from a different angle. "You know Hetfield better than anyone in this room, office, city, 
state, hell, even the whole country I'm sure. We need you on this case, Mustaine, and to be honest, | don't, | 
cant afford to trust him in anyone's hands but you and your team's. Please, just take the mission. The life of 
this man and the justice for the lives taken at the bank and over the past ten years or so depend on it" 


Mustaine let out a deep breath, and reached for the file, Araya nearly sagging to the cold floor with relief. 
Mustaine opened the front cover, the lifting of his eyebrows his only response to what was inside. Menza, 
Friedman, and Ellefson all got up and looked over his shoulder. 


Menza let out a whistle. "Will you look at that, damn. If that ain't convincing enough." he mumbled. 


Along with the info on Dickinson, there was a photo of him paper clipped to the top. What Araya forgot to 
mention was that the man's looks were far from displeasing. The picture was in color, showing the witness 
from the chest up only; long brown hair framing the man's face, flowing down to strong, broad looking 


shoulders and his eyes was more of a warm chocolate than an actual brown 
"You've gotta take this case man" Friedman wholeheartedly agreed. 


Mustaine looked up at Ellefson for the final confirmation, and at the brief nod, he sighed and gave in. "Fine. 
Where the hell are we transporting him? And where the hell are we staying? And when the hell are we gettin’ 
there?" 


lm sending him, and subsequently all of you, to Clearwater, Florida We're going to have a plane ready for you 
all by the end of the day, and you should be at the safe house by tomorrow afternoon at the earliest, God 


and weather permitting." 


He held up his hand to the chorus of groans. "It's a good distance away and its a place one wouldn't expect, 
and we're sending look alikes and decoys ona slightly obvious flight to Seattle to throw him off the trail until 
you guys get settled." 


"How's the back-up lookin’ if we need it?" Mustaine asked. 


"The police department in Clearwater and the rest of the Pinellas County forces will be on speed dial on the 
phones we're going to give to each of you, including Dickinson, who will have your numbers and each of you will 
have his. Hetfield runs one of the largest drug cartels in North America and right now, we need to pull out all 
the stops to keep this man safe and bring down the Metallica Syndicate once and for all. Now | suggest you 
pack up, I'll send a car for each of you at eight sharp. You already know how to reach me and the closest 


agency." Araya nodded at the four men. "You're dismissed gentlemen, and good luck" 


First Meeting 
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Mustaine was one of the last few to arrive, he hauled his luggage out of the trunk of the car and watched as 
it sped off. He turned his direction to his three partners who were already waiting by the plane. The three 
turned to him and grinned as he approached. 


Menza stretched a bit. "You ready for this man?" 

Mustaine rolled his eyes. "You already know how | feel about all this.” 
"Boss was right though, we're the best ones for this." David said. 
The others acknowledge the comment with a nod. 


They all turned as they heard a car pull up, it was black and all tented just like the rest, but its occupant was 
the most essential part to this mission An armed driver got out of the passenger side and walked to the back 
of the car, using some type of special key to open the back door. The team watched as a brown mop of hair 
appeared, followed the broad shoulders they had seen until finally, the man was completely out of the vehicle. 


‘Christ Almighty." Menza breathed. 


The picture didn't do the man justice; although he was rather short and what he wore was plain, he was very 
good looking. He wore tight blue jeans, white shoes, and a white shirt with red and green writing they couldn't 
quite make out; it was a bit chilly out, signaling the impending winter in New York, and he wore a black leather 
jacket and a dark scarf for protection against the elements. He claimed his bags from the armed man and 
headed their way, his expression mildly distasteful, considering his situation, they weren't all that surprised 
Bangs framed his forehead and eyes, the slowly setting evening sun reflecting off of his eyes as he came 


nearer, giving them a hazel appearance. Very good looking indeed. 


The newcomer stopped in front of the group and sighed. "It would be a bit redundant to ask if you're the guys 


shadowing me, eh?" 


Mustaine snorted. 


Menza held out his hand, and the Englishman graciously accepted it. "Nick Menza" 
Friedman was next. "Marty Friedman" 
"David Ellefson." Another shake. 


He looked at Mustaine, who looked right back at him, making no attempt to move or say anything. "And that's 
Dave Mustaine, he's the Senior Agent, in charge if you will" Ellefson offered, glaring at Mustaine. 


He wasn't the only one staring daggers at him. The man pursed his lips up at Mustaine with slightly narrowed 
eyes. "He's also hard pressed for mamers." he muttered before turning his full attention to the other three, 
turning his back on the now scowling agent, he smiled a crooked-tooth, but ever so pleasant smile at them. 
"You probably know it already but I'm Paul Dickinson, | prefer Bruce if you don't mind” 


They were waved into the plane by the pilot, who was also a part of the agency along with the crew that 


manned it, no chances were to be taken. 


"By the file, you're gonna go by Andy Malloy." Mustaine responded, as they stashed their things in the 


compartments above. 


At Bruce's horrified look, Ellefson quickly cut in. "We can call you Bruce to your heart's content in the safe 
house, but outside of those walls, we gotta call you Andy. It's a way of keeping you safe." 


Bruce made himself comfortable in one of the leather seats near the center of the plane, while the agents 
scattered here and there around him, Mustaine sitting firmly in the back. It certainly didn't hurt Bruce's 
feelings at all, the man had been a complete arse within the first five minutes of them meeting. Let him rot 


back there for all he cared. 


It wasn't long before the small jet was in the air, and Menza, who was seated in front of Bruce turned in his 


chair to look back at him. "So, what the hell brought you to the States in the first place?" 


"Needed a serious change of scenery." Bruce responded vaguely before snorting. "And look where that's gotten 


me. 
"What exactly did you see?" Friedman asked. 


"That's best saved for when we get settled in the safe house." Mustaine said gruffly from the back, his face 


buried in a newspaper. 


Menza studied Bruce. "Well, do you have any family or close friends here? It would suck big time to move to a 


new country alone." 


"Safe house." Mustaine repeated. 


"Where in England do you come from?" Friedman tried. 
"Safe. House." 


Bruce was grinding his teeth by that time, and he turned to glare at the open newspaper barrier. "What else 
can't | tell them until we get to the safe house? What bloody hand | write with? My trainer size? My 


favourite fucking colour?" 


The newspaper came down, and he was met with a fiery glare. "If you're worried about what to say, why not 


shut the fuck up until we make it to the safe house?" 


"You know, when | came to this country | was surprised at how many people were willing to help me get here 
or there and how kind they were, because not every other country looks at this place as the king of the 
world, some believe that this country is filled with people full off their own self-importance, and you are one 
of the most conceited, unfeeling, ill-tempered, unmannerly arseholes out of the bunch. And | found that out 
within a half hour of meeting you. | give my sympathies to your mates here, because | would've found the 


farthest agency away from you to work a long time ago." 


Mustaine looked ready to kill, while the other three tried to hold back their laughter, Menza and Friedman 
finally giving in, their hoots filling the compact area of the jet. Once it died down, Mustaine set his paper down 


and leaned forward, his eyes centered on Bruce, his expression now deceptively calm. 


"Go ahead, call me an ‘arsehole' if you'd like." He got up and approached Bruce, leaning down with purpose. "But 
know this, these three may like you, and may do a damn good job in protecting you when I'm not around, but 
no-one knows Hetfield like | do. He could damn well be on your trail and on a flight to Florida as we speak, decoy 
or no decoy. | know and am prepared to the best of my ability for all the tricks he pulls so whether you like 
me or not, I'm your safest bet on this whole fuckin’ plane. So before you get on your high horse, know that | 
can easily leave you out to dry, and no-one in this whole fuckin’ country will miss you. You may bea necessity 
in my superior's eyes, but | know that Hetfield is gonna fuck up one of these days and I'll be there waiting with 
cuffs in hand. Right now, your life is in no way, shape, or form important, to me, you're just another witness 


on the list. Now how's that for unfeeling?" 


Bruce's face had turned pasty as Mustaine reclaimed his seat and Ellefson sighed. "I know it feels like you're 
being closed in and confined, but things of a personal nature like that are best left until we get to the safe 


house. Keep it general, y'know?" 


Bruce felt sick; sure, he could do that, it was just something about the ginger in the back that set him on 
edge. He was beginning to dislike the man in the back immensely, and maybe even fear him, and reactions such 
as that was just not in his personality. Instead of starting up a ‘general’ conversation, Bruce decided to train 
his eyes on the passing skies, the thought of the long road ahead under the surveillance Mustaine and crew 


already making him weary. 


Safe House 
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Bruce was still rather quiet when they landed in Florida many hours later, and on the drive to the safe house 
as well. He glared but didn't say anything as Mustaine brushed rather rudely past him to the front door, 
making a quick sweep of the house to insure just how safe it was before Bruce was given the okay to come 
inside. It was a nice place, but Bruce was too tired to really take any of it in, and guided by Menza, he was 


shown to his room. 


"What the hell was that, Dave?" Ellefson scowled as Mustaine put away his things. 
He didn't get an answer. 


"I know you don't like doin’ this type of thing but to be a deliberate asshole to someone just because you don't 
like your job is just fuckin’ stupid!" 


Mustaine shuffled through one of his carry-ons. "He's the one that said somethin’ first. All | said was that the 
questions had to be put on the backburner until we got here." 


"He's scared Dave. As men we're taught to be strong and be brave in the face of danger, and his reactions to 
all of this is justified because he has to deal with the fact that he isn't able to protect himself" Ellefson fired 
back, but as he continued, his voice softened. "You weren't always Mr. Badass FBI Agent man, and not everyone 
is cut out to be. Give the man some slack, I'm not sayin’ you have to be best buds overnight, but the attitude 


isn't necessary.” 


Mustaine had paused for a moment, and with a quick glance at Ellefson he went back to unpacking. Ellefson 


nodded and left the room, heading down to the hall to check on Bruce. 


Ellefson knocked on the door in the middle of the hall. After a few moments of waiting, the door opened and 
Bruce frowned at him in confusion before letting him in. Ellefson closed the door behind him as Bruce climbed 


back onto his bed. 


"These last few days must have been a whirlwind for you, Bruce." Ellefson said in the way of conversation 


"That's an understatement" Bruce shook his head. "| came here to make a better life for myself. ‘The Land of 
Opportunity’ and all that rot. And here | am, with the opportunity to be killed on first sight." 


"That's not gonna happen" Ellefson replied immediately. "The boss didn’t assign just anyone to you. Dave is the 
best at what he does, especially concerning Hetfield-" 


"So you've told me." Bruce snorted, picking up the remote and turning on the TV. 
"He's not the nicest guy in the world." 
Another snort. 


Ellefson chuckled. "Yeah, understatement, | know. But the past shapes who we are, and if you ever get to a 
point of friendship like | have or some level of trust with Dave, then I'm sure you'll find out why he acts the 
way he does. Don't hold these things against him, because no matter what he says, he'll get killed himself 
before allowing you to fall to those bastards." 


"Y'know, what he said Today finally allowed reality to sink home. I've spent these last few days in a daze with 
everything that's happened, and those words snapped me out of it” Bruce shook his head and looked up at the 
ceiling. "My life is really and truly in danger, and those who seek to end it will stop at absolutely nothing to find 


me. Fuck" 
Ellefson sat down next to him and squeezed his shoulder. "You're in good hands. Yes, you should keep your 
guard up just in case, but you have nothing to really worry about when you're with us. And itll all be over 


before you know it" 


They both knew that was a lie just to make him feel better, that this was all just the beginning, but Bruce 
accepted the attempt to comfort him. "Yeah." 


Ellefson got up and headed for the door. "We're about to see what we can whip up to eat in this place. Care to 


Join us?" 
Bruce shook his head. "I'm not hungry." 


Ellefson sighed. "Well, | guess I'll see you in the morning. We gotta pick your brain for all you know." Ellefson 


grinned. 


Bruce couldn't help but chuckle at the ill-found mirth in the non-humorous statement. "I'll see you lot then | 


guess." 


Ellefson opened the door to leave. "Detective Ellefson?" He looked back at the man that spoke to him, although 


his eyes were trained on the television. 

"Thank you. And I'll thank the rest tomorrow." Bruce looked at him. 

"You're more than welcome and you're invaluable to us. And it's just David" 
Bruce nodded. "Thank you, David" 


David smiled again before exiting the room, closing the door behind him. He walked down the hall just as Menza 


and Friedman made it up the stairs. 

"Hey, how's he doin?" Menza asked. 

"Its all starting to sink in, but | think he's gonna be just fine after a good night's rest." 

"It was a douchebag stunt that Dave pulled on that plane." Friedman shook his head disapprovingly. 
"Yeah, he really laid into him." Menza agreed. "It was really uncalled for to be honest 

"You know how Dave can get when he feels attacked or judged in even the slightest way." 

Menza grinned. "You know what | think?" 

David fought the urge to groan. "What?" 


"I think he likes him. Did you see the way their eyes met? I'll put down any amount that they'll be fuckin’ in 


the next week or two." 


Friedman scowled. "You're seeing shit. He wouldn't give Mustaine the time of day, if he floats that way anyway. 
l'Il put a wager down that Bruce is gonna tell him to go fuck himself." 


David wasn't going to tell Menza he saw their gazes lock too, as well as Bruce giving the agent a few covert 
looks when he thought no-one was looking. "You two have fun with that” He walked past the two bickering men 


and headed downstairs. He was hungry and he was damn sure that this place was armed to the teeth in good 


shit to eat. 


48 Hours 
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Bruce followed the smell of coffee and food to large kitchen area. There was a section a bit far off from the 
rest, the area containing a large, round table that housed the agents. Dave sat in the center of things, followed 
by Friedman on his right, Menza next to him, an empty chair sitting between him and David. Bruce quickly 
occupied the seat, smiling brightly at David, which a raised a few eyebrows, including Mustaine's, and began to 


fill the plate there with breakfast items in the center of the table. 


Mustaine took a sip of his coffee, black with no sugar added, and arranged a large notepad and pen in front of 


him and looked at Bruce expectantly. 
"Whenever you're ready you can just begin" David clarified. 


Bruce nodded and took a quick bite of eggs before beginning. 


RUN NNNNN NNN NNN NNN NNN 


He had been working as a bartender in a rather popular club in New York City at the time. It was the first place 
he could find to really keep him afloat in his tiny apartment while trying save up for some type of schooling One 
night, near the end of his shift a couple of men, maybe three or four decided to make themselves comfortable on 
the barstools near him. One of them was rather short (well, the same height as him anyway), very mouthy with 
long, brown hair and green eyes that moved as constantly as his mouth did. Next to him was a man of pale 
colouring, the color of his eyes he couldnt really discern but he had curly, slightly reddish looking hair and remained 
silent the whole time they were there. The next man down had a bronze complexion, his eyes deep brown and 


alert, framed by an unruly mass of black curls. He distinctly remembered a piercing night below the man's lower Ip. 
"Ulrich, Newsted, and Hammett." Menza muttered. 
"I only got the first names over time but | guess that's who they are." Bruce shrugged. 


David motioned for him to continue on. 


NUNN NNNNNNNNNNNNNNNNNN NN NN NNN NNN 


And finally, the man that was seated in front of where he was standing was large, with long, blonde hair, and warm 
blue eyes, the interest in him blatant in their water-lke depths but not in a sleazy way lke a good bit of the 
patrons. He had a skull ring on his right ring finger and on his left arm there was a tattoo of flaming cards, what 
the cards read he didnt know, he didn't really have that good of a look at them 


Bruce jumped slightly at the growl from across the table. 
"Hetfield" Mustaine's eyes were narrowed and he was glaring daggers in Bruce's direction. 


David squeezed his shoulder at Bruce's nervous look. "He's not angry with you, that's always how he reacts to 


anything about Hetfield really." 
"Keep going." Mustaine commanded. 
With a sip of orange juice, he did. 


NNNNNNNN NNN NNN NNN NNN NNN NNN NNN 


He had served the men until his shift ended, his face constantly heating by the looks and the flirtatious remarks 
from the blonde man that they simply called "Papa Het" or just "Papa". This intriqued Bruce but he didn't look 
further into it and headed to the back to get his things as soon as his replacement entered the bar area. 


He was barely outside before a large hand clamped down gently on his shoulder. He quickly spun around and looked 
up, his panic fading when he took in the familar sight of the blonde. 


‘Bloody hell, you frightened me." He placed a hand on his chest. 


The man flashed a briliant smile at him. ‘lm sorry about that. | just had to catch up with you before you left. The 


name's James." 
"Bruce." 
"Get to the point." Mustaine said gruffly, his gaze now firmly fixed on the notepad. 


Bruce looked at David who shrugged, and he sped a bit through time. 


NUNN NNNNNNNNNNNNNNNNNN NNN NNN NNN 


He cried out one last time, his body arching below James's as his climax rocked him to his core; he vaguely felt 
James still above him before a warmth flooded deep inside of him. James climbed off of him and got up and 
headed for the bathroom on shaky legs. He disposed of condom he wore and was on his way back when a shnill ring 
sounded through the room. James immediately answered and after few vague ‘yeahs’ and ‘oks' he hung up. 


The large man leaned down above him and kissed his lps. "Make yourself comfortable, HI be back in a bit." 


James shuffled through the drawer next to the bed, pulling out a pair of pajama pants, donning the material before 
leaving the room, the soft clink signaling that the door had been closed He got up, wincing at the pull of muscles 
long since used, and headed fo the bathroom for a piss. The bathroom had a window with a nice view and as he 


emptied his bladder he looked out of it, and nature wasn't the only thing he saw. 


Flushing the toilet, he moved fo the window and peeked out, somewhat thankful for great eyesight. He saw James 
in the backyard with a few other men, who were all dressed in black, even the SUV they were standing behind dark 
as the night. One of the men in black opened up the back of the vehicle and pulled out a white square. He and 
James spoke for a few moments before he pulled out a pocketknife, the other three men from earlier coming in 
behind James just in case, the man used the sharp object fo slice the square open a bit, before offering it to 


James. 

Now, he was nowhere near stupid, and he easily identified what it was as James stuck a pinky in the opening and 
brought the digit up to his mouth James and the man spoke some more before James motioned to the darkness, 
several more men coming out with various sacks and started stashing the cocaine in each one. James nodded to 

the man and handed him four thick stacks of what looked to be money before turning back to the main house 


where he waited 


NUNN NNNN NNN NNN NNNNNNN NNN NNN NNN 


Mustaine was quickly jotting down notes on the pad, his face scrunched up, not so much anger as it was 


contempt. 
"So you saw that, but didn't go to the police immediately?" Friedman asked incredulously. 


Bruce looked at him. "Would you have? Knowing that he would have to take you home, because the place was in 


the middle of practically nowhere, and he would know where you lived?" 
"Good point." 
"Is there more?" Mustaine questioned. 


Bruce nodded. 


NUNN NNNNNNNNNNNNNNNNNN NNN NNN NNN 


It took much convincing, but the next day had been his day off, and James had coaxed him into spending the day 
with him. Lavishing all his attention on him, as well as money when they went out for a bite to each and a quick 
trp on the yacht he owned at a nearby marina Things had been so great that day that he felt that what he 
witnessed the night before had been a dream. Until they made various stops to unknown places, and James would 
leave for quite a while before returning, motioning for the driver fo continue on The reason why he was worried, 
was that the places they stopped had been warehouses, and that the vehicle behind theirs housed men that got 
out with James, and behind the darkly tinted windows, he could just make out these men and the large semi- 


automatics and assault rifles. He could feel something cold in the pit of his stomach 
Menza shook his head. "Now we know some of what they're packin' 
"You still couldn't find a way to escape?" Friedman raised a brow. 


"He always left someone in the car with me. And by that point, | don't think he had plans to take me back 


home at all. | had the feeling that he wanted to keep me..as a bed warmer of sorts." 


David nodded. "He wasn't going to let you go. He probably decided that the night before, and that's confirmed 
by the fact that he dragged you along for all that and allowed you to see things." 


"He didn't think you would betray that knowledge, the arrogant fuck" Mustaine spat. "He figured after he dicked 


you down a few times, that you would form some type of attachment or whatever.” 


Bruce winced at this vulgarity. "Although it had been fun, | have yet to find a dick worth putting myself in 
danger for. He was good, but not that good." 


Menza, Friedman, and David sputtered, while Mustaine just raised his brows in surprise. 
Finally something other than anger. Bruce thought. "Anywho, back to the story." 


NUNN NNNNNNNNNNNNNNNNNN NNN 


He was on edge the next day, and decided that he had to get as far away from James, and these people as 
quickly as possible. 


James ushered him into a black SUV and the other men piled in as well 


"Were gonna make a quick stop before takin! you home. You dont have to be there very soon, do you" James 


asked 


He shook his head, it wasn’t lke he was going to actually take him home at this point. 


James grinned and ran his fingers through his hair and nuzzled his neck. "Good Im sure you're gonna get quite the 


entertainment today." 
He nearly gasped as James pushed a pistol in his hand 


"Youre gonna need that." 


They had walked through the back of the bank and greeted a few men there that ushered them into a meeting 
room. He caught two of the men that were with James the other night, he learned their names were Lars and 
Kirk, quickly rushing down the hall with a duffle bag each The meeting’ quickly turned into talk of shipments through 
the Port of Miami from Colombia and Cuba. They spent the time trying fo cut a deal and he realized that the 


people James and his crew were talking to were what was known as ‘the middlemen’ 


He was alarmed when an argument broke out and the world seemed fo go in slow motion as guns were drawn. He 
ran to the door, only to find it locked from the outside; the instinct fo survive kicked in, and he pulled out the 
pistol James gave him. He shot the area around the handle before kicking it open and darting out of the room and 
down the hall More men that he hadnt seen before, and wasn't dressed in black like Hetfield and his gang, tried to 
stop him only to be shot in the foot or the arm, he didnt have the guts to truly shoot fo kill 


James called for him as he ran through the front lobby, pushing through people as gunshots rained throughout the 
building. When he made it outside, he could see Jason, the third man from that night, and another man beside him 
running behind him, and by the way their eyes were trained on him, he knew they were lis target. 


"Youre a dead man Dickinson!" Jason called after him. 


How did he know his surname? He had only fold James his first name and that was if. He had a cold feeling in the 
pit of his stomach, he had seen too much and now that he showed how willing he was to run away trom the 
situation, he knew that they could no longer trust him. That was probably why Jason had told him his days were 
numbered Fortunately he was able to speed through the hordes of people before the first explosion 


NUNN NNNNNNNNNNNNNNNNNN NNN NNN 


"Now | need to contact Araya so he can get things set up" Mustaine got up, still scribbling and headed out of 


the room. 
"So you shot a few people? Cool, man" Menza raised his hand up and Bruce gave him a reluctantly high five. 


"Thanks?" 


"Now its time to play the waiting game." Friedman shoved a piece of bacon in his mouth. 
"Waiting game? | don't follow you, Detective." Bruce frowned. 
"Marty." Friedman corrected. "We should just drop the formalities now." 


"And call me, Nick. He's right, might as well, we're gonna be spending a helluva lot of time together. But | would 
stick to formalities with Dave, the last thing we need is for him to be a douche for ‘getting too personal with 


him'." Nick added. 


"And as for your question, the waiting game is to see which comes first. A quick capture, which | one hundred 
percent doubt, or the first string of violence that lets us know that they've begun to seriously look for you. 
You're the only survivor that wasn't a part of Hetfield's official camp that witnessed anything and wasn't cut 


down by bullets or blown to smithereens in that explosion" said David. 


"Aren't you people supposed to feed me sweet little lies on how everything is gonna be alright and there's 


nothing to worry about and all that rot?" Bruce took a bite out of his toast. 


Nick snorted. "And give you a false sense of complete security only for you to let your guard down and end up 
with a bullet through your brain?" 


David patted his back as Bruce coughed and choked a bit on the piece of sausage he had been chewing. "A bit 
blunt, Nick. A bit blunt" 


The First Strike 
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David sat down next to Mustaine as soon as he hung up from his talk with Araya. "So, now that you know 


which way he swings, what are you gonna do?" 
Mustaine snorted. "Nothin. And why you asked me that, | don't know.’ 
"Come on, Dave. How long has it been? Cliff was special to all of us, but-" 


Mustaine whipped his eyes to David, his voice trailing off at the anger, borderline hatred, in them. "We never 
speak of that name. Got it?" 


David sighed. "Fine. But its been a while man. And | can tell you like what you see, is it because of Hetfield?" 


He got silence as Mustaine continued to jot down notes on the pad. Once he realized he wasn't getting an 


answer, David threw his hands up and left. Things were just easier that way. 


RUNDE NNNN NNN NNN 


"So, where did you learn to shoot? When | was a novice | could barely scrape the edge of a target, let alone hit 


a body part while running." Nick asked, flipping through channels on the living room TV. 
"My father did. The old aluminum can bit, bottles and what have you." Bruce answered, taking a sip out of his 
beer can. "Bit of a rough neighborhood we lived in for a spell" He paused for a second before saying, "I'm sorry 


if | offended you in anyway with certain.parts of my story." 


Marty waved his apology off. "Don't worry about it, you're among friends. Besides, you shouldn't be concerned 
with what people think of who you choose to be with, regardless of gender.” 


‘lm not apologizing for my choice of lovers, just if | offended anyone-" 
Nick snorted. "Dave was just being an ass as usual, he prefers a little extra between the legs too." 


Bruce's brows raised in surprise; well now, that was new, hmm. 


NUNN NNNNNNNNNNNNNNNNNN NNN 


It had been a rather uneventful week and the highlight of it all was the trip into town that they were now 
making. Bruce had gotten to learn quite a bit about the agents’ lives inside and outside work, well, all except 
one. Special Agent Mustaine was still as cold as he had been the first time they'd met, Bruce had just accepted 
it as the norm by now. He was firmly seated in the driver's seat, miles blurring by as his hazel eyes focused 


solely on the road, his red hair flying in the breeze of the open window. 


They pulled up to a semi-busy mom n' pop sort of store, the agents pouring out, surveying the area before 
motioning Bruce out, and they headed inside as a unit. Once in the store, however, they all practically scattered 
to and fro; Nick and Marty headed for the frozen treats section, David headed for the small entertainment 
rack, and Mustaine wandered off to Lord knows where, which left Bruce no other option than to find 


somewhere to go, and he travelled aimlessly down the produce aisle. 


After a few minutes, he began to feel the hairs on the back of his neck stand up, he was being watched. He 
quickly deposited a few items in his basket, and sped down the aisle. It didn't do much good, because as he 
reached for a head of lettuce, he glanced up to see the opening of a gun pointed directly at his face; he barely 
had time to duck before the shot went off, alerting everyone in the store. He could vaguely hear the shouts 
of the guys, his gaze only taking in the feet that were heading for his aisle. He quickly shot up, and darted 
down the linoleum. Another man appeared in his way, pointing a gun in his direction, he grinned and his finger 


tugged on the trigger. 


A shot rang through the air and Bruce looked down his form to see if he had been hit, he looked up to see the 
man crumple to the ground, Mustaine reaching down to check for a pulse before grabbing Bruce by the arm 
and yanking him towards the exit. More shots rang out, Bruce looking back to see the man that had fired the 
first shot go down, as well as another of his companions. The store was turning into a complete mess, food 
being splattered as it took stray ammunition, as well as glass shattering as bullets tore through it. Mustaine 
tugged him behind a large display case for carved fruit, quickly firing off a few rounds, the cry from an 
unknown source signaling that the bullets had found their mark 


Bruce could see Marty and Nick at the door, crouched behind carts and baskets and firing while looking around, 
presumably for him and Mustaine. Bruce was ushered towards where they were, the two men grabbing onto 
him and heading for the truck they came in. He was quickly piled in, David suddenly appearing, arriving beside a 
panting Mustaine, who quickly took the wheel and started the car, the tires screeching as he swerved out of 
the parking lot, David barely having enough time to shut the passenger door. 

Even as the miles flew by, Bruce's heart was still hammering wildly in his chest. "What the fuck was that?" 


David look over at Mustaine. "Weren't those..?" 


"The fuckin’ bastards from the plane, they had inside men this whole fuckin’ time. Did we get ‘em all?" 


Menza nodded, trying to catch his breath. "The co-pilot, engineer, and the three servers." 


"We gotta ditch this truck, if they were there who knows who else coulda seen it and the license plate." said 
Mustaine, his eyes quickly darting to the passing stores. "Is anyone suspicious following us?" 


Marty looked back, quickly surveying the minimal traffic behind them. "We're good" 


"Good, we just passed a rental place. Hang on" The truck swerved and did a very illegal U-turn, speeding 


towards the Enterprise Rent-A-Car. 
David looked back at Bruce. "Looks like the waiting game is over, huh?" 
Bruce fell back onto the seat, taking deep breaths as he looked up to the ceiling, wondering just what the hell 


he had gotten himself into when he took that shitty job at that equally as shitty club. He just wanted it all to 
be over, but unfortunately, it seemed as though everything had just begun 


lce Breaker? 
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Mustaine parked the truck a few blocks away from the building, and the five men made quick work of 
travelling down the sidewalk, Bruce remaining in the middle while the agents’ eyes continuously scanned the 


area. Once inside, Mustaine walked up to the front desk while the others took seats in one of the corners. 


"What now?" Bruce asked, massaging his temples, he may have practiced with his old man, but all that gunfire 


gave him one hell of a headache. 


"We get the car and we take as many back roads and alternate ways to throw anyone that may have followed 


us so far off." Marty answered, his eyes never ceasing their sharp movements over the perimeter. 


"Then we let Araya know what went down and hopefully find that pilot to see if he had a hand in this." Nick 


shook his head. "This is a rather serious breach of security, and to think we rode on the plane with them." 


They all got up as Mustaine trailed behind the clerk, following along as they were led to the vehicle they would 


be riding home. 
Mustaine turned to the clerk. "I don't care what you do with that truck, but we will no longer be needing it." 


Even though the situation was heavy, Nick managed a scowl as he looked at their vehicle. "A van? A fuckin’ 


van? We goin’ to soccer practice or somethin" 
Mustaine gave him the glare. "You could always foot it back to the house." 


Nick muttered to himself as he waited for Bruce to climb in and got in as well, followed by Marty, who slid the 
door closed behind them. The look on Mustaine's face said that he agreed with Nick, but it was the only vehicle 
currently in the lot to fit five men; the van backed up smoothly and peeled out of the parking lot and down a 
back road behind the dealership. 


NUNN NNNN NNN NNN NNN 


"I know this is a stupid question, but how are you feelin?" David asked as he sat down on the bed next to 


Bruce. 


"Like I've been shot at, David" 
David chuckled. 
"He's never gonna let me out of this place again, is he?" Bruce looked over at David. 


He sighed. "It may take a while, but l'm sure he'll be confident enough for you to go back out. Keeping you 


cooped up would just warrant hasty action" 
Bruce raised a brow. "Hasty action?" 


"| could always say rebellion" David grinned. "| don't want you to get into trouble just for a little bit of 
freedom. Give it time." David grabbed his hand and squeezed it. 


"Do you voluntarily do this? Or do you get the short end of the stick every time?" Bruce had always 
wondered, over the past week David had always come to check on him, asking him how he was holding up, or 


making light conversation about family and such. 


‘Completely voluntary. It does some good to actually talk to someone about the experience, or so I've heard 
from others that have successfully gone through Witness Protection" He smiled with affection, "And | have to 
admit it does me a lot of good as well to talk to someone other than those two idiots and the one that never 
likes to talk. As much as | consider them brothers, it does good to branch out from them, especially when the 


person is from a different background, country, or culture." 


Bruce nodded. "| guess, | don't want you to feel like you need to babysit my feelings. Even through what has 


been happening so far, above all l'm still a man" 


"And as a fellow man, let me tell you this: being the tough guy isn't for everyone. Dave does it to a fault, but 
deep down, he hurts and bleeds just like anyone else. Me and the others? We don't go to such lengths, we just 
handle whatever the situation is the best way we can If it involves a shootout or fighting, then so be it, we 


didn't train for all this for nothing." 
"You think you could teach me a thing or two?" Bruce inquired. 


David thought about it before nodding. "Serves two purposes: entertainment and safety. I'll run it by Dave. 
Although whether or not he personally agrees with it, I'm sure Nick and Marty won't mind helping me out with 


you." 


Bruce grinned. "Something to look forward too." 


David tilted his head to the side and smiled back. "Yeah." 


NUNN NNNN NNN NNN 


After David left, Bruce wandered out of the room, he still hadn't taken the time to get to know the house; his 
room had a bathroom, food was always prepared so there was no need to really go into the kitchen, and he 
had a TV in his room so sans the second morning, he hadn't set foot in the living room again. He spotted a 
sliding glass door, it was open and the white curtains poured out with the blowing of the wind. Some fresh, 
non-gunsmoke and bloodstained air would definitely do wonders for him and he briefly fought through the lace 
and silk textures before making out the door. 


The air held a trace of the ocean, then again, he would think that most cities in Florida would since it was 
nearly surround on all sides. He quickly discovered he wasn't the only one who needed to feel cleansed of the 
events at the store. Out the corner of his eye he saw familiar flames licking through the breeze. Mustaine. He 
appeared to be smoking a fag, that sounded bloody marvelous right about now. 


"Think you can spare one, mate?" 


Mustaine wordlessly held out the pack for him. He shook one out, slipping the lighter out as well, lighting up 
before handing the pack back to him. 


‘Never pictured you as a smoker 

It was the first non-hostile thing he had ever said to Bruce. 

"Only when things get too stressful. | try not to make a habit out of it" Bruce answered 
rene 


They stood in silence, gazing out at the vast amount of trees as the wind continued to weave through their 


branches and dance amongst their leaves. 


Self-Defense 
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They had been out in the backyard for a while; David, Nick, and Marty each taking turns showing Bruce 
different things to know when defending himself. 


"What's good about all this, is that it isn't some fancy technique they teach you in some self-defense class 
that you're most likely going to forget once the adrenaline of a fight kicks in" David said. "Nick, come here. 


Grab my shirt and make like you're gonna hit me." 


Nick stepped up to him and did as instructed, grabbing a handful of the plain white t-shirt. "Now, when you're 
up close like this, and someone plans to hit you, don't reach over with the hand opposite of the side that they 
are grabbing, it leaves your face open. If you're quick enough, that is, and you've shown that you are Mr. 


Fencer," Bruce grinned at this, "but it's still safer when you don't give them that opening.” 


David demonstrated and Nick went for the opportunity, stopping just shy of David's nose before going back into 


position 


"What you want to do is bring the arm right next to the hand over and come around, kinda trapping the hand 
that's on your shirt under your armpit, then come through-" David looped his arm under Nick's, his wrist 
landing just above his elbow, "and bring him down" David pressed down forcing Nick to go down with him. "And 
you can do whatever, hit him, knee him, or do any of the other things we've taught you." 


Just barely inside his peripheral vision, he spotted Mustaine propped up on the sliding glass door, his arms 
crossed and his hazel eyes narrowed in concentration as he watched the lessons. They moved back to the 
original position. "Or, while the guy has his hands occupied, you can just palm heel him in the nose." 

They played it out, without actual contact of course, and Nick faked staggering back. 

"Once they back off of you, you're in attack mode now, and he's on the defensive. His brain is trying to keep 
him up on his feet and trying to deal with the pain, so he's going to be in a state of confusion that'll give you 
the opening you need to either fight back, or escape if necessary. Now you try it" 


Bruce took David's place, Nick immediately grabbing his shirt and going in for a punch, Bruce instantly bringing 


his arm over and under, pushing down and effectively neutralizing him. 


"Great and on the first try too!" David praised, he noticed that Mustaine was walking towards them, coming up 
behind Bruce. Nick backed away as Mustaine came up, bringing his right arm around Bruce's neck and sealing 


the chokehold with his left hand over his right wrist, his body firmly pressed against Bruce's back 


Nick moved towards them as Bruce struggled against the hold, David pulling him back to stand with him. "He 


knows what he's doin!" 


"Don't fight against it, it makes you panic." Mustaine said in Bruce's ear. "Panicking makes you short of breath 
and makes you pass out faster. What you want to do is try to remain as calm as possible before figuring 


your way out of it" 

Bruce stilled and his breathing, although slightly restricted, began to relax. 

"Now when an opponent is bigger and stronger than you, he's gonna use something like this to easily subdue 
you. What you want to do is quickly find out which leg is pressing further into yours, which is gonna be a 
huge help to you. My left leg is slightly forward, which is really the only way to effectively hold someone in 
this position" Mustaine nudged him with his left knee. "Now what you need to do is match my position" 
Bruce brought his left leg forward and bent it slightly. 

"Mhmm. That way you can move at an angle, and twist enough to get leverage." 


Bruce followed as instructed. 


"Then you're gonna pivot on your right foot and bring your left leg behind my right leg, which is unguarded 


because l'm focused on you.” 


Bruce pivoted and brought his left knee to the back of Mustaine's right knee and kneed it, Mustaine going down, 


and Bruce backed away. 


"Good. And while l'm caught off guard then you can break the hold and take my arm, which would still have 
been around your shoulder and easily neutralize me and whatever you want to do to keep yourself safe you do 


it" 


Mustaine easily got back on his feet and went behind Bruce again, this time grabbing him in a bear hug, which 
trapped his arms. Bruce could feel his face flushing a bit; sure, this was supposed to be a lesson, but the way 


the agent was pressed against him, it set his hormones and senses ablaze. 


"When someone has you like this, what you want to do is crouch down as much as you can, to make it more 


difficult to pick you up." 


Bruce didn't really want to do it, this could end up embarrassing him, but he did as he was told. 


"Then, you want to hit the side of my knee, it's one of the weaker points on any person. And as soon as you do 
that, you're gonna want to pump your elbows, swiftly moving your arms forward and backward that is, while 
moving side to side and quickly moving forward out of the grip, or sharply turning around to go on the 
offensive. If you're gonna press an attack | recommend going for the neck while he's trying to gather his wits 


and he's still bent down, that's another weak point." 


Bruce straightened out his right hand and sharply chopping the inside of Mustaine's knee. He felt the slight 
change in his position, immediately pumping his arms back and forth and moving side to side, mentally gritting 
his teeth as he felt his body respond (and to his complete surprise Mustaine's as well), and he promptly 
turned out of his grip. Mustaine must have been caught out of sorts because of his reaction, that when 
Bruce pressed the attack he stumbled, arms flailing and at the last minute he gripped Bruce, both falling to 
the ground. 


Mustaine fell flat on his back, Bruce tumbling on top of him, their crotches grinding together firmly, Bruce 
barely able to bite back the cry as a bolt of pleasure shot through him. Their eyes met for a brief second, 
shocked, flustered, and aroused chocolate on slightly aggravated, lust tinted hazel, just before Marty and Nick 
hoisted Bruce up and off of Mustaine. 


"You guys alright?" Marty asked. 


"Y-yeah. l-l'm just gonna go inside and get something to drink, it's dreadfully hot out." Bruce sped past them, 


their faces screwed in worried confusion. 


Mustaine grunted as he sat up, waving off their attempts to help him as he pushed himself up from the 
ground and brushed grass and specks of dirt off his black jeans before heading inside as well. Nick and Marty 
looked back at David, who shrugged, but he knew exactly what went down, and he was at a crossroad of 


previously unforeseen jealousy and hope for his friend. 


"Well I'll be damned" he muttered to himself. 


Fantasy Equals Trouble 
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Bruce's hand shook slightly as he took huge gulps from his glass of water. He couldn't remember the last time 
his body reacted like that of a thirteen year old, and he had trouble processing it. Well, that wasn't all that 
sent his mind into overdrive, the fact that Mustaine's body responded in kind, thats what truly sent him 
through a loop. Come on, the bloke had blatantly showed his disdain for him since day one, even if he hadn't 
even really done anything to warrant such treatment, and today not only had he given him a fag, but he had 
indeed shown that he was only a human male and that he possibly..wanted him Christ, what a day. 


After another glass of the cool liquid, his arousal still hadn't gone away; he was rather sweaty and dirty from 
the lessons the others had given him, a great excuse for a ‘quick’ shower. Setting the glass in the sink, he 
swiftly, and very awkwardly, went up to his room. He closed the room door behind him and rushed into the 


bathroom, slamming it closed behind him and locking it. He quickly shed his clothes and turned on the shower. 


Steam began to rise as he slipped inside, the sharp heat of the spray making his skin tingle. He leaned against 
the warm tile that made up the wall as one had ran through his hair and the other went further south. A 
shaky breath left his lips as his fingers traced the tip of his cock, slowly sliding down to get a full grip of the 
base. His other hand trailed down his neck as his eyes closed, the fantasy in his mind taking over. 


Large arms wrapped around his waist as a pair of lps locked on to the spot just below his right ear, Bruce 
shuddering at the contact. The heat of his tongue made him shiver as it traced the shell of his ear, one of the 
large hands trailing up through the wet mat of hair on his chest and abdomen. Two calloused fingers found one of 
his nipples, twisting and teasing the sensitive bud while the mouth gently sucked in his earlobe, causing Bruce's knees 
fo buckle. 


Bruce could feel something hard press against his lower back as he was pulled closer, he tried to reach back for it 
but his hand was batted away, a soft tsk in his ear admonishing him to behave himself. The fingers treaded through 
the hair on his chest to the other bud, Bruce groaning as it was roughly tugged and pulled 

Fuck" he panted 


An amused snort as the other hand glided past his aching member and down to his balls, his breathing nearly out of 


control as the globes were fondled, Bruce had fo lean heavily on the body behind him as a short nail lightly scraped 
the spot just behind them. Bruce nearly came undone when the other hand came down and suddenly gnpped the 
base of his arousal. The hand began to languidly move up to the head, tracing the tip with a thumb before twisting 
back down 


Bruce thrust his hps forward fo pick up the pace, whining when the hand paused immediately. He could feel the 
shake of the head behind him, and he forced himself fo stay stil as the hand continued its motion; he bit his Ip, 
the deliberate torture slowly driving him mad. With a kiss to his neck the hand sped up, Bruce gasping as his hips 
fook on a mind of their own, the man behind him doing nothing to stop the short jabs of his hips. The hand pulled 
and squeezed along his length, and Bruce could feel his stomach turn fo jelly as he felt his balls tighten 


He felt teeth sink into the tendons in his neck and his eyes rolled back, his cock throbbing against the man's palm as 
his high finally took over and euphoria hit him 


Bruce's eyes snapped open and he felt the rush of warm fluid coat his hand, only to be quickly washed away 
by the continuous spray of water. His harsh breaths echoed through the small space as he tried to stand 
against the trembling in his legs. As soon as he was able to recover, he reached for the soap and began to 
bathe himself in earnest. It wouldn't be the first time his mind was taken away to the realm of self-pleasure, 


but there was one key thing about it that bothered him. 

The last thing he remembered out of the daydream was reaching back and running his fingers through the 
man's hair, he had turned his head to the side just in time to catch a glimpse of red between the digits and 
the deep and smug chuckle from behind him before his mind came back to reality. 


Things just became more complicated. 


"Fuck my life." he muttered to himself. "Why me?" 


The Arrival 
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Two weeks later.. 


The jet came to a screeching halt in the runway of the St. Petersburg-Clearwater International Airport. A few 
workers came to help in any way possible, only to be waved off as the door came down. Several men, all 
dressed in black, poured from the opening, carrying bags and cases of unidentifiable items, staring down any of 


the employees who thought to raise question from behind dark shades, which they all wore. 
The last to get off were four men, each looking around as they reached the ground. 
"Where do we start?" Lars asked. 


"First things first, we gotta contact Trujillo for the place to get settled in After that we mill around, ask if 
anything happened, confirm that he's here, and then we start down south and work our way up until we find 
him." James explained. 


Lars nodded. "Yes, sir." 
"The sooner the better, less time spent around these fuckin hicks." Kirk eyed their surroundings disdainfully. 


James reached into his pocket and fished out his cellphone as they began walking to one of the cars that was 
lined up for them. "Rob? Yeah it's me. We just landed. Yeah, l'm gonna need directions to the place. It better be 
as low key as you say, one fuck-up and you're gonna be in a very bad position Mhmm. Okay. Alright. Fine. Bye." 


James climbed into the back, Jason closing the door for him before hopping in the front. The blonde looked out 
the window; he wasn't the least concerned about hunting down Dickinson, this was just another case of find the 
snitch and kill him. Although, the thought of the short little fucker still sent tendrils of lust down his spine and 


in his groin, hmmm, he'll have his fun then kill Dickinson. Sounded like one hell of a plan 


Low key wasn't the word for it. The place was out in the middle of what appeared to be nowhere, with its own 
property line which was enclosed with tall, black metal gates. This would be perfect. James walked into the 


house as men scurried from here to there, setting up different areas that ranged from what could pass as a 
telemarketer section to virtually a computer lab, their main purpose to weed out the one who thought he was 


safe. 


He spared no expense, he was one of the richest men in the country, if not the world, it was nothing to shell 


out thousands of bucks for no reason, but indeed he had a purpose, its name was ‘snuff out Bruce Dickinson’. 


NNNNNNNNNNNNNNNNNNNNNN NNN 


Bruce felt his heart break each time he saw a long strand of soft brown land on the floor. They had told him 
he'd be able to grow it all back once Hetfield was taken care of, but who the hell knew when that would be. He 
wouldn't look right with short hair, or at least he thought, and as Marty twirled around him, snipping this and 
that, he could only hope that things get resolved soon. 


"You look miserable." David, who was sitting on a stool in front of him, grinned. 


"Let me cut off your hair and see how you feel" Bruce scowled. "And | know, for my own good. Trust me 


that's the only bloody reason | even sat down in this fucking chair.’ 

Nick let out a loud bark of laughter, slapping his knee. "I would pay to see that, eh David?" 

"Not gonna happen" David sniffed. 

"Exactly, so shut up." Bruce glared. 

Mustaine stood nearby, propped on a wall with his arms crossed. Sans the look in his eye that day on the 
grass, the agent's face had remained regularly impassive, with the contemplative and brooding stare that made 
those who were locked in that gaze feel as though he was looking at all the things that had ever done wrong, 
from swiping a cookie from the cookie jar to playing hooky at school, and generally uncomfortable. 

Marty poked his tongue out of the corner of his mouth as he made last minute adjustments, brushing off any 


excess hair before backing away, observing his handiwork. "Done." He walked over to the small table he had set 
up and picked up a small mirror, handing it to Bruce. 


Reluctantly, Bruce eyed his reflection in the mirror. He didn't want to admit it, but it wasn't all that bad really. 
He could see his ears now, and even though they weren't the same as when it had been longer, hair framed 
his forehead in a not so bang-like fashion. He reached behind him and felt the back of his head, the hair ending 
right at the nape of his neck. 


"Good?" Marty cocked his head to the side in question. 


Bruce sighed. "As good as it's going to get with short hair.” 


"He's pretty nifty with scissors, his old man was a barber and he's been called to help change appearances 
before. Really helpful to have him on the team." Nick praised and David nodded in agreement and even Mustaine 


tilted his head to the side in acknowledgement of his skills, causing Marty to blush. 


"Maybe we should dye it a different color, say, | don't know, black?" Marty suggested, grinning when Bruce's 


eyes widened in horror. 


"It should be fine for now. The only reason | know its him is because | just watched you cut it. From a 


distance | would have been confused as hell," said Nick. 


"Which is bad if you're trying to keep track of him." Mustaine shifted his piercing gaze to Nick. "But if its hard 
for him to even tell, it lets us know that Marty did his job right" 


David went about helping Marty clean up, supplies being put in their rightful places of storage, while Nick 
swept the floor, Mustaine working his jaw from side to side before leaving the room. Bruce was still in the 
chair looking at himself in the mirror, his hand traveling along the shortened locks, and not for the first time 
in these last few weeks, he wondered just what the hell he got himself into. 


New Developments 
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Hetfield cursed as the recent news was delivered to him by one of his contacts. "Fuck! They were supposed to 


only get a fuckin’ clue as to where he might be now, not fuckin’ shoot up a damn grocery store!" 
"But you said-" 
"And where the hell is Gene? He flew the fuckin’ plane and he left the other four? Fuck! | shoulda just had him 


crash the plane! Maybe | should tip the vests about his recent involvement with us and let them deal with him 
as they see fit since he's supposed to be an agent." 


"Sir" 


‘Obviously you didn't grasp what | said completely because four men are fuckin’ dead and now they know we're 


here, which makes them watch their backs more! Do you know who's on the case?" 
"We haven't got names but there were three brunettes with him and a ginger-" 
Hetfield growled. "Mustaine." 

"But sir-" 


He turned and chunked the phone at the wall; gorilla glass, plastic, and metal flew in all directions. "FUCK! 
DAMMIT, DAMMIT, DAMMIT!" 


What had seemed to be an easy hit had just become that much more difficult. "Lars!" 
The Dane came scurrying at the thundering of his voice of his leader. "Yessir?" 

"We need a change of tactic. We gotta deal with Mustink now." 

Lars nodded. "Gave the case to him did they? Are you sure it was him?" 


"Yeah, they have the feds protecting him and | know of only one ginger in the force. Though | am surprised 


that he actually took the job. | believe that this has changed from a battle of get in and get out to a battle of 
wits, Ulrich." 


Lars snorted. "It shouldn't be too hard for us to get to Dickinson then" 
Hetfield chuckled. "Fetch Kirk and Jason. We got plans to make." 
"Yes sir." And Lars took off down the hall once more to find Hetfield's other two main men. 


NNNNNNNN NNN 


Bruce had gone back to his room and sat down on the edge of his bed, the small mirror still clutched in his 
hand, his eyes still locked firmly on his reflection, and his hand still running through his much shorter hair. He 
was only mildly surprised when the bed sank next to him. 

“Still not over it?" David chuckled, situating himself next to Bruce. 

Bruce sighed. "No." 


"It sucks, but like | said, its for your safety and it will get better." 


"I know you've probably had your fair share of all this, so why care so much?" Bruce sat his mirror to the 
side. 


David looked him in the eye. "Cause I've been there before. Not just as an agent, but in your exact place." 
Bruce's eyes widened. "Are you serious?" 


"Yeah. My dad got into some bad gambling debt with the wrong people and after numerous threats, they 


burned our house down." 
Bruce gasped. 


‘lm still here, so obviously we got out in time. My dad knew who did it, and decided to tell authorities, so we 
were placed in the program soon afterwards." David shook his head. "New place, new school, new life. We lost 


everything in the fire, so we were broke with only the clothes on our backs." 
"But you seem so positive" 


"You can't let events like that rule the rest of your life Bruce. The situation got handled and | went back to 
being David" David scowled. "Being called Chester was just awful and they gave me a military buzz cut to boot. 
At least you look good with your cut. It still matches your personality, | looked like the kid who would bring a 


gun to school to shoot up the place. All the kids were brutal until | met Dave. ' 


"Is good to have someone that's experienced my side of things, not just the agent side." 


David nodded. "And like I've said before, if you need me, I'm always down the hall. | don't mind stopping by here 


or you coming to see me." he smiled. 

"| know. And thanks" Bruce gave a small smile in return. 

What happened next though, sent him through a loop in which he felt he would never recover. David took a 
quick glance down at his mouth before he closed the space in between them, their lips meeting in a soft kiss. 
The agent pulled back immediately as if he had been scalded and stared at Bruce with wide eyes glazed with 
something akin to horror and mortification 


'I-Im.lm so sorry, Bruce. l-l gotta go." David shot up and rushed out of the room. 


Bruce stood there in shock, even several minutes after the agent's departure, his mind refusing to grasp what 


just occurred. 


Planning Sessions 
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"Any leads yet?" Hetfield looked over Kirk's shoulder and at the computer he was typing on relentlessly. 


"Well logically we can rule out the west side, the debacle at the store happened there so they're going to stay 


away from that area as much as possible,’ answered Kirk. 


Jason hung up the phone he was chatting on. "Rule out most of the north as well. The vehicle that the guys 
said they rode in was ditched at a rental dealership on upper U.S. 19" 


"And | just found that shit eatin’ pilot." Lars waltz into the room. "He was trying to head to Tampa but a 
couple of the boys stopped him. He should be here within the hour." 


Hetfield nodded. "| need to have a few words with the son of a bitch. Good work, keep it up gentlemen. Lars, | 


want you to meet them halfway so we don't draw too much attention, take a man or two with you." 


Kirk went back to his computer, Jason was already punching in another number in his phone, and Lars picked 


up a set of keys and headed for the door. 


RUN NNNNNNNN NNN NNN NNN 


"If | know Hetfield and his crew, by now they've found the truck and they've already scoped out the store. 
They know we're not out west and they have a cause to believe we're not northbound" Mustaine paced with 
several papers in his hand, the other three agents listening intently. 


"So do we move to the west since they believe we're not there?" Nick questioned. 


"Just maybe. | have no doubt that they're gonna to check around there anyway, just in case. We give them 
say, a week or two to do that and then we seriously think about heading that way." 


"The dealership was at the north, right? So maybe they think we're there." Marty said. "But even if they 
don't." 


"They're still gonna search it." Mustaine confirmed. 


"So they have two real guesses. East and South." Nick pursed his lips. "I say we fake ‘em out with some 


impersonators." 


Mustaine regarded him with something akin to surprise. "Not a bad idea, Menza. I'll look into it, but I'm not sure 
| want anyone to risk their lives. | don't want any blood from our side spilled” 


"Call up Chief Harris and run the idea by him. Maybe some men there will volunteer?" Marty suggested. 
Mustaine nodded. "I'll do that once we're finished up here." 

"What else is there?" 

"| don't trust anyone coming to and from this house, it will draw too much suspicion. At the end of each week 
we'll compose a list of things we'll need and two of us will go get them and two of us will stay here. We do 
have some officers planted here and there nearby but | would still like people that | trust to stay with 
Dickinson." 


"What about vehicles? Surely someone will notice when we drive the same car." 


Mustaine inclined his head towards Marty. "There will be a new vehicle waiting in either the parking lot itself or 


somewhere nearby.’ 
Nick chuckled. "You think of everything, huh?" 
"Try my best to anyway. That'll be all for now though." 


Dismissed, the three agents headed for the door; David was almost out of the room when Mustaine's fingers 


dug into his bicep, pulling him back. The door closed once more, and silence encompassed the room. 
"Cat got your tongue? You said little to nothin’ the whole time, you're the main one to make suggestions." 
David sighed. "| have a lot on my mind, but it wouldn't go amiss to relocate to Diamond Isle." 


Mustaine nodded. "Not a bad idea, itll go right along with the impersonation. What l'm more concerned with now 


is why my best man is heavily distracted" 
"Its nothing really-" 
"So it would have nothing to do with your little kiss earlier?" Mustaine sneered. 


David whipped around to face him, his face a mask of shock. 


"Yeah, | walked by just in time to see you two. Is this your way of making him relax? To feel safer? We can't 


have you thinkin! about your dick at a time like this." 


David glared at him. "It was a mistake, and | plan on apologizing properly to Bruce because he had no part in 
what | did. You've taken us to task for distraction but in no way, shape, or form has it been about interests. 
So why am | treated so different all of a sudden?" 


‘Its always been stakeouts and undercovers, but this is serious shit here, we can't afford to fall off our 


game." 


David snorted. "Sure it has something to do with that, but for the most part, it's the fact that its Bruce. | 
admit that | have feelings for him that may not fade overnight, but | know it's not me he wants. And before 
you get offended like | know you will, know this: you may be my superior but we've known each other since we 
were kids, since | was in the Program, we stand on equal ground without the uniform, and as a person who's 
known you for that amount of time, | think we're more than friends enough for me to tell you this. If you take 
your head out of your ass, you'll see that he wants you, and just as important, that you want him just as 
bad. Don't think | didn't see what happened that day we were out back Dave. With all you've done, you deserve 
to have something meaningful that won't end when the job is done. When was the last time you even had a 


real relationship?" 


Mustaine's expression flickered between annoyance, anger, thoughtfulness, and even a hint of embarrassment. "| 


don't exactly remember." he mumbled. 

"Exactly! And here's your chance. Yes, | agree that we need to avoid distractions, but isn't sexual tension one 
of those? It's all around you two! Just sit down and talk to him. It doesn't have to happen while he's in the 
Program, but after all this is said and done, what's holding you back?" 

With that, David strode, frustrated, out of the room, leaving Mustaine alone with his thoughts. 


"Me." he sighed. 


He flipped off the lights and headed to his room, he had calls to make after all. 


Pilot Interrogation 
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Bruce's head picked up when he heard a knock on the door. "Come in" 


His attention quickly turned to the dark screen of the TV when he saw that it was David. He fought the urge 
to tense when the quiet form sat down on the edge of the bed. 


A sigh. "Bruce, Im sorry. | shouldn't have done that, | shouldn't have kissed you. | hope that we can move past 
this and that things won't be awkward for us in the future." 


"It was a bit of a shock, to say the least.” 


"So | saw. It was to me as well, but | can't say that | hadn't been thinkin’ about it for a while." David turned 
fully to Bruce. "I'm hoping that you can trust to be alone around me, not only will that tarnish whatever 
friendship we've established, but it will put you in danger if you constantly worry about what l'm gonna do, 
opposed to what the enemy may do. Look, l'm not gonna beat around the bush. | really like you, but | know 
where your heart lies, and l'm not looking to get in between that." 


Bruce finally looked at him. "Where my heart lies?" 


David snorted. "It's obvious that there's a flame inside you for Dave. A blind man can see it, and I'm all for you 
chasing after him. But know this, he's not an easy one to crack. He's had many lovers, both male and female, 
though it hasn't been recent, and none of them has been truly able to capture his heart, so its gonna be one 


hell of a challenge." 
Bruce sighed. "And you're telling me this why?" 


"It will do you both some good. After all this is said and done, | don't know about you, but Dave will benefit for 
having someone in his life, especially one that can take what he dishes out and serve it back to him." David 


grinned, Bruce hesitantly returning the gesture. 


"| can't say it won't be awkward for me for a bit, but | accept your apology. | hope you won't stop coming by, 
our chats are what keep me sane, you're the only bloke in here who talks to me at length." Bruce looked back 
down and started to pick at a loose piece of thread on the sheets. 


"The other two don't want to impose, but I'll tell them that you don't mind, then you'll be begging for them to 
go away.” They both chuckled at that. "As for Dave, | don't know. Who knows what runs through his mind 
anymore. | used to, but ever since Cliff disappeared he's been rather unreadable." 

Bruce nodded. 

"Its not impossible, and don't let him convince you that it is.” 

Another nod. 

"And with that I'll leave you alone.” 

Bruce was still lost in thought after David left. 


NUNN NNNNNNNNNNNNNNNNNN NNN 


Hetfield circled around the man that was bound and gagged in the chair, his eyes filled with fear as the large 


man made his rounds. 

"So, | heard that you made it out alive, while the others died?" 

His steps were measured, calculated as he tapped on his chin in mock curiosity. "Now, how could that be? 
Either you must be good at duckin' and dodgin', or you left the others on their own. Tsk, tsk. You know | don't 


approve of leaving your brothers alone." 


He stopped in front of the man. "And seeing as you're an inside man in all of this, they needed your insight as 
to what that squad was like, and who was in it." 


He leaned down and looked the man dead in the eyes. "And you weren't there to give that to them!" He ripped 
the gag down. "I had to find out from someone fuckin’ else that Mustaine was leading the case! Now why the 
fuck was that?!" 

"M-my s-superiors in NYC-" 

A smack resonated through the room as Hetfield backhanded the man. "Bullshit!" he roared. 


"Its not sir, | swear!" 


"Give me the pliers, | want the truth." Hetfield held his hand out, accepting the tool as it was immediately put 
in his hands. "Now, what are you hiding?" 


‘lm telling you the truth, | was contacted by my home office-" 


Jason came behind him and held his head still while Kirk and Lars pried his mouth open, Hetfield gripped the 


first tooth he saw and yanked, tossing it away carelessly, the man's scream filling the room. 
"Now, why were you MIA?" 
"| fold you, please!" 


The trio assumed the position, this time Hetfield ripped out two teeth, blood and saliva dribbling out of the 


man's mouth. 
"Are you gonna fill me in now?" Hetfield arched a brow. 


| was to go to the airport in Tampa and catch a direct flight! | was to tell them everything | know!" The man 
sobbed. "| was going to tell them that | hadn't heard or seen anything out of the blue. Please sir, please!" 


Hetfield pulled out one more tooth just for the hell of it. "Good to hear. Kirk, Lars, Jason, do to him what you 


will. Either make sure he won't tell anything or just kill him and clean up any evidence. Doesn't matter to me." 
When Hetfield left the room, the trio looked around at each other. 

"All in favor of more teeth?" Kirk asked. 

The other two smirked and nodded the man whimpering in terror. 


NNNNNNNNNNNNNNN NNN 


Bruce's face contorted in confusion when he heard another knock on the door. Surely David wouldn't be back 


this early, would he? 
"Come in?" 


Bruce couldn't have been any more shocked when he saw a flash of red before Mustaine quickly appeared in 
the room, closing the door and locking it behind him for good measure. Bruce stared as he sat down on the bed 
and regarded him with those unfathomable hazel eyes, the coldness wasn't present, but neither was the quick 
flash of lust. He couldn't figure out if that was good or bad, the man before him was the most unpredictable 
he had ever met. 


Now this was unexpected. Exactly what was going on here? What did he want? He guess he was about to find 
out soon enough. 


Never Get Too Close 
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Bruce bit his lip as Mustaine turned his gaze to the blank TV screen 
"In a few nights we're gonna be headin’ outta here." he spoke in way of greeting. 
Bruce frowned in confusion. "Why? Isn't this the safe house?" 


"l'm sure it won't be long before Hetfield finds this place, the first location is never guaranteed to be the 


safest. And the fiasco in the store didn't help us much." 
‘lm sorry, if | had been paying attention-" 


Mustaine waved him off. "You had no way of knowing that was gonna happen. You're not at fault here. | 


should've been more prepared for it" 
Bruce shook his head. "If | can't blame myself then you can't blame yourself either." 


"Whatever, it wouldn't be the first time I've let things slip, and the very first time ended up with someone 


very close to me payin' the price for it” 


Bruce leaned forward, this was new. He didn't want to say anything, because he didn't know whether or not 
pushing Mustaine to answer would end up with locking himself away again. "What happened?" he asked quietly. 


Mustaine sighed. "We were supposed to be keeping watch for Hetfield outside of some warehouse back in NYC. 
But stakeouts aren't as interesting as they seem on the TV, we were bored as hell” 


He managed a chuckle, Bruce smiling slightly at the sound. 


"We had been on the case for months at the time, and me and Cliff spent most of our time together while the 
others did what they do. That night, | don't know, we got to talkin’ about a lot of stuff and relationships came 


up. 


Bruce stayed quiet as Mustaine seemed to battle with whatever demons lurked inside of him. 


"It didn't take long before | found out that he was..that way and things took a different turn" Mustaine's eyes 
held a distant look, as if he had traveled back to the fateful night. "We started making out right in the back of 
that warehouse and we were supposed to be on fuckin’ duty." he spat. "We weren't payin’ attention and the 
surprise on his face as the bullets tore through the car still haunt me. They didn't know who we were but 


seeing a car out there that none of them remember driving set them on edge enough to start firing.” 
Bruce gasped. 


"We managed to climb out on my side and head for the docks." Mustaine sighed. "I was the only one who 
managed to dive into the water under one of the docks. | dipped back out to see them pick Cliff up off the 
ground, after that though, | don't know. They cleared out. | know he's dead, but the rest think he's missin’ 


because the body was never found" 


Bruce laid a hand on Mustaine's forearm, which rested on his thigh. "You couldn't have known that would 


happen. You could have gone out to take a piss or something and the same thing could have happened." 


"I felt for him. | really did, and we were supposed to protect each other, and look where that got him." 
Mustaine said bitterly. 


"You are not at fault for this. Its Hetfield and his gang that is. And you'll get that revenge one day, he'll have 
his day in court when they get the case going.” 


Mustaine was staring down at Bruce's hand, which was still on his arm. He shrugged. "I would really prefer his 
brains to be plastered to fuckin’ concrete but | guess that's good too. It's just things like that that makes me 
not want to get too close to anyone." Mustaine lifted his eyes to stare into Bruce's. "If | don't let anyone too 
close, bastards like Hetfield can't use those people to against me, and those people don't get put in danger." 


Bruce snorted. "I'm already in danger." 


Mustaine lifted his hand up, faltering and shaky, and his fingertips grazed Bruce's jawline. "And me or any of 
the others bein distracted will only increase that danger" 


He leaned forward slowly. "Being distracted isn't all that bad." Bruce replied, his voice but a whisper. Mustaine's 
eyes were still heavily guarded but he didn't back away when their lips touched lightly. 


The shrill of Mustaine's pager stunned them apart, Bruce mentally went on a tirade as Mustaine unclipped it 
from his side and read the message. Mustaine cursed softly and stood, never looking back as he unlocked the 
door and left the room, the closing of the door making Bruce fall back on the bed with a huff. 


‘Its not impossible, and don’t let him convince you that it is" 


Bruce couldn't help but smile at David's words as he flipped on the TV. 


"That's not a bad idea. A damn good one to be honest with you." 


Mustaine nodded. "We just don't know where to get the people to do that. We would like to avoid having civilians 


getting into harm's way, which would just cause a catastrophe and get the media involved." 
"And that's the last thing we need if we're trying to keep someone safe and anonymous." 


"Exactly. So what we had in mind is that you see if you can round up a few volunteers to help us out. They 


won't be as vulnerable since they have some form of training. 
"Hil see who's willing to do what and get back to you on that! 
"Ok, keep me posted Steve” 

"Good luck, Detective.” 


Mustaine hung up with the Chief of Police and threw his phone over to the bed and paced. What had happened 
back there? Why the fuck did he say all of those things? Why was he even there in the first fucking place? 
This was a serious operation and there was not only a distraction, but the distraction was the witness himself. 
This was the last thing he needed right now and he had to nip it in the bud before things got worse, and what 
better way to do it than what he had been doing before? Just avoid him and things will be alright, he would be 
alright, the others would be alright, and Bruce would be alright. He was determined not to let anyone else get 
hurt or killed over his stupidity. Never again, he thought. 


"Never again" he said to the quiet room. 


Bitter 
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Bruce frowned when Mustaine failed to look him in the eye for the rest of the day and the day after that, 
and the day after that. Had he done something wrong? He thought that they had made at least a shred of a 
connection earlier that day, so why was he acting like this? David's words still haunted his thoughts, but even 
he said that he didn't really get Mustaine like he used to, so was it just wishful thinking on both their parts? 


One step forward, and several steps back it seemed, he just didn't know what to do anymore. It had been too 
good to be true. 


NUNN NNNN NNN NNN NN NNN NN NNN 


Kirk's eyes narrowed as he studied the screen, a wide grin stealing across his face as data read on one side, 


and a visual zoomed in on the other. 
"Boss, you're gonna like this.” 


Hetfield appeared behind him, sipping his brandy as his eyes flickered over the screen. An evil smile appeared 


on his lips. "Is that what | think it is?" 
It's a ninety-five percent chance, sir." 
"That's all | need. How soon can we get shit ready?" 


"Hmm. I'd give it another two or three days. We need to study all entrances and exits, alarm systems, which 


room he's in, any possible secret passageways, etc." 


Hetfield nodded. "Get Jason and Lars up here. | want at least two backup plans in case something happens. Got 
ie 


"Yes, sir." 


"Good, when you have things figured out then bring the plans up to me. Then, we get Dickinson, and bury 
Shitstaine and his team six feet under." 


As Kirk got up to do his bidding, Hetfield took one last look at the image of the safe house that would be the 
resting place of every fucking person that lived there. 


NUNN NNNNNNNNNNNNNNNNNN NNN 


Mustaine eyed the screen of his laptop, checking the surveillance within a three mile radius of the safe house. 
Recently, he noticed, there was an increase of unidentifiable vehicles treading the area, and that sent alarms 
off in his head. He knew it wouldn't be long before Hetfield discovered where they were. Chief Harris had 
notified him earlier that day that the impersonators were in and were ready whenever they were. It was only 


a matter of time before they had to head off to Diamond Isle, he just hoped no one got hurt before they 
could get there. 


He had so many things to look at and go over with the guys. Escape plans, backups to those escape plans, the 
quickest and safest routes to take to Diamond Isle, a possible trap.. 


A knock on his door skewed his train of thought. It must be David, and in that case it was a good thing, he 
could help him decide what plan of action was best. David wasn't exactly who he got when he opened his door. 


"What the fuck?" he said as he was brushed aside by the Englishman 

Bruce's eyes quickly scanned the room before he sat down on the foot of Mustaine's bed; different heaps of 
electronics rested here and there, maps and sketches of different criminals, mainly associated with Hetfield's 
crew he guessed, and there was the stray gun here and there that was disassembled and awaited cleaning, but 


he was sure there was more than a few put together that were hidden. 


"You've been avoiding me." It wasn't much of an accusation, more of a statement judging by the calmness of 


the words. 

‘Ive been busy." Mustaine muttered and headed back to his laptop. 

"And so have the others, yet they at least find time to speak a word or two before getting back to what they 
were doing. You however, have managed to neatly avoid even eye contact with me ever since that afternoon 


you came to my room. And why is that?" 


Now this could either ensnare him in a trap or rid him of further distraction for the rest of this mission 


depending on how he went about it. "What did you expect me to do? Throw you down and ‘ravage’ you?" 
Bruce's face heated. "N-not exactly-" 
"That somehow the damsel in distress situation moved me enough to form an emotional attachment?" 


Bruce scowled. "Now see here-" 


Mustaine cut him off again. "Profess an undying love for you? Or did you want me to get down on one knee 


and propose to you? Hal" 
Bruce's expression crumbled. "| wasn't expecting any of that. David had said-" 


Mustaine snorted. "David? | figured he would have something to do with this, he's even more of a hopeless 


romantic type than you seem to be." 


Bruce ran a hand through his shortened hair, and the only thing that ruined his look of perfection was the 
mistiness of his eyes and a near heartbroken expression, Mustaine thought to himself. "l-1 thought.” 


"This is a tense situation, life or death. | can see that you may feel a misguided sense of gratitude since we're 


sworn to protect you with our lives, but what you think you feel is just that, misguided." 


"So why did you respond to the kiss? Was it a relapse in the old Mustaine psyche? Did you do it so you could 

throw it back in my face like you're doing now?" Bruce stood up and walked up to Mustaine, looking him dead in 
the eye. "Boost up your ego some more? Hmm, I've done damn near everything in the FBI, why not see if | can 
get some bloke to like me to see if | still got the old charm, eh? Maybe it was misguided. Maybe | did read into 
things a little more than | should have." he shook his head, "Maybe | should've just seen where things with 


David would have taken me." 


With that he left, the sound of the door closing making Mustaine's heart sink a bit. But why? It couldn't 
possibly have to do with the fact that David could possibly have the chance that he more than likely just blew. 
He thought about David and Bruce together, late nights, secret smiles, secret touches in the presence of 
others, not so discreet touches when behind closed doors. His heart sank lower and lower with each thought, 


he may have fizzled things with Bruce, but there's no way in hell David would have him, he decided. 


He glanced back at his laptop, there'd be no more work for him tonight, his mind was too distracted (and he 
had actually thought that what happened would ease that, ha, ironic much?) and his heart just wasn't in it. 


Nighttime Ambush (Part One) 
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Mustaine felt the bed vibrate and his eyes shot open, searching frantically for the device that caused his 
sleep to be interrupted, he had fallen asleep on top of his sheets while trying to figure out the whole mess 
with Bruce and was still well clothed, save for his shoes. He fished it out from under his pillow, tiredness 


leaving his eyes immediately when he looked at the screen. 
"Fuck!" 


He rolled to the other side of the bed to reach over and hit the button under his nightstand, alarms sounding 
throughout the house just as the first shadow broke through his window. 


He retrieved one of his guns that was located under his pillow also and shot at the inky figure, the man 
groaning as he was hit in the chest, another shot to the head ending his suffering. Another man came in after 
him, firing off as soon as his feet hit the carpet. Mustaine ducked and rolled off the bed, shooting the man in 
the knee as soon as he came to a stop, a shriek of pain traveled through the room and a gurgling sound 
followed it as he shot the second man in the throat. 


Gunfire began to rain through the house as well as the sound of objects breaking as he slipped on his boots 
and quickly strapped on his vest. Grabbing a backpack in the corner, he hauled it on and burst out the room 
and ran as fast as he could down the hall to Bruce's room. 


Bruce was having trouble going to sleep, his mind still concentrated on his botched ‘discussion’ with Mustaine. 
The man just frustrated him so much, it was obvious that there was something between them, chemistry and 
what have you, but he still refused to acknowledge it. Was it some symbolic duty to that Cliff bloke? Was he 
scared? Bruce shook his head, the answer wasn't clear, but the possible reasons sure stacked up. He hadn't 
exactly meant what he said about going to David, he had just wanted to get a rise out of him, because if he 
was honest, he just wanted Mustaine, even if he was a seemingly cold, conceited arsehole. He always found 
himself falling for the allure of the wrong guy, that's what got him into this whole mess in the first place. 


He sat up and turned, ready to get out of the bed and maybe make a quick trip downstairs for a late night 
snack; his feet had just hit the floor when an alarm sounded and he nearly jumped out of his skin at the shrill 


sound. He looked around frantically, more confused than ever and more than a little spooked when he heard the 
window on the opposite side of the room shatter and he turned to see who, or what, it was. His bedroom door 
was kicked open just as the man held his gun up, a shot sounding off before the man crumpled to the ground. 
Another black figure appeared in the window but fell backwards as the momentum of the bullet through his 
skull threw him off balance, but he was dead before he hit the ground two stories below. 


Bruce looked over to see David standing in the doorway, gun still pointed. He had never seen him look so serious 


since he's known him. 
"Get up and get dressed. Now:" 


Bruce didn't need to hear it twice. 


He couldn't have gotten there at a better time, a man had just broken through one of the windows in the hall 
behind David and Mustaine shot him dead center on the cloth of the ski mask between the man's eyes. He 
threw off the backpack and dug inside, tossing a glock at Bruce, who caught it with trembling hands as he and 
David came into the hall. Nick and Marty ran up to join the group and they headed back to Mustaine's room. 


Several men came up the stairs and Mustaine kneeled down into a combat stance and took out two of the men 
immediately, Nick finishing off the other two behind them. They went from a fast walk to a run as the bodies 
tumbled back down to the first floor and went inside the room, David closing the door and locking it behind 
them. 


Bruce was about to question where they were going when Mustaine opened up his closet and parted away 


several articles of clothing to reveal a door. 


Bruce gaped as Nick opened the door and went through first, followed by Marty. David ushered him along 
through the dark passageway and down the stairs, David quick to follow behind him, Mustaine closing the closet 
doors and putting the clothes back in place before he came through last, the closing of the door encompassing 


them in complete blackness. 


They must have practiced this many a time beforehand, because Marty held tightly onto his hand and David 
kept a light touch on his lower back so he wouldn't fall or get lost as they hurried down and through another 
passageway, this one straight and narrow. There was another set of stairs to climb, Nick pasting himself to 
the side of the wall as he opened the door above them. 


He was right to stick to the concrete, Marty letting go of Bruce's hand and firing off two rounds into the man 
that was waiting for them, David clipping the one just behind him. They climbed out and ran through the field 
where the passage led them to the street where an SUV swerved in front of them. The four agents raised 
their weapons when the passenger's side window rolled down to reveal a brunette man that Bruce had never 


seen before. 


"Chief Harris! Thank fuck!" Nick exclaimed with no small amount of relief. 


| got the alarm. Get inl" Bruce stared at him in surprise, his accent mirrored his own, snapping out of his 
minor daze as he was pushed towards the SUV. 


Mustaine hopped in the front while everyone else climbed into the back and the vehicle sped off into the night. 


Nighttime Ambush (Part Two) 
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They took several twists and turns before they were on the main highway, a few cars littered the way here 
and there, Chief Harris doing well over the speed limit. 


"Lucky for you lot | was still in the office around this time." Harris looked into the rearview mirror at Bruce. "| 


take it that he's your charge?" 

Mustaine gave him a stiff nod. 

"We'll be there in no time, we just need to-" 

The glass in the back of the SUV shattering cut into the middle of his sentence. 

"Fuck!" Marty cursed, pushing Bruce down onto the floor, ducking down himself a few seconds later. 

Two vehicles were behind them and approaching rapidly, men poked out of various windows firing at them. 


Mustaine rolled his window down and shot back at the vehicles, one of the men clutching his chest before 
tumbling out of the window and onto the asphalt, his screams going unheard in the dark night. David was the 
next to take action, firing off several rounds that cracked the windshield of the car closest to them, their 
visibility dropping significantly. The man in the passenger's seat kicked at the glass until it fell forward, David 
taking the opportunity to take a shot at the driver, the small red fountain springing from his throat signaling 
that he had hit his target. The car went out of control, the other men in the vehicle trying desperately to get 
the fallen man out of the way before they crashed. 


In the meantime the other vehicle was upon them and the back window opened up to reveal a machine gun, 
Harris cursing and pulling away as fast as he could as it went off, the windows of the SUV exploding as 
everyone inside ducked down as best they could. Mustaine rapidly searched through his backpack and pulled out 
a sawed-off shotgun, sliding it to the back where Marty picked it up and tipped it out of opening where the 
window used to be and fired blindly. 


There was the shriek of glass breaking and the fire ceased immediately, Harris taking the time during the lapse 
of shooting to speed up the vehicle. Everyone inside cautiously straightened, looking around and greeted by the 


night sky, the windows no longer there and the windshield was barely intact. 
| have a rifle somewhere down there." Harris pointed between the passenger and driver's seats. 


Mustaine found it and used the butt to break off the rest of the glass, everyone feeling the breeze that now 


encased them. 


"Bruce's been cut by the glass." Marty had ripped off a piece of his shirt and tied it around the wound on his 
thigh as best he could. 


"Shite! We should be there soon, keep a lookout” Harris said. 


All of a sudden they jerked forward, and a thump sounded on the back of the SUV. The out of control car 
from earlier had just rear-ended them, keeping the contact long enough for one of the men to jump onto the 
back of the vehicle and climbing onto the roof, hanging into the opening in the back while firing as many times 


as he could. 


They all heard Nick scream in pain, the cloth around his shoulder rapidly turning red. David shot through the 
roof and Harris swerved the SUV, the dead body of the assailant flying off. Mustaine climbed into the back 
with an object his hand, he let the backseat back as much as he could before he took off the safety pin and 


yanked the lever on the hand grenade, tossing it as hard as he could. 


The grenade went through the front of the car and landed inside, the men inside scrambling to find it before it 
went off. Harris push the pedal to the floor, the tires of the SUV screeching as they pulled off. The 

screeching wasn't nearly as deafening as the exploding of the grenade and the eruption of the car behind them, 
the second car taken by surprise, running into the flaming vehicle before they had a chance to change course, 


the car flipping over and landing on its roof. 


Mustaine turned his attention to Nick, who was slowly losing consciousness, David took his vest off and shed 
his shirt, handing it over to the senior agent. He tried to get Nick's vest off as best he could without hurting 
him, the cry when the material brushed past the wound making even him cringe. He wrapped it around Nick's 


shoulder and applied pressure to it to stanch the bleeding. 


Marty continued to tend to Bruce, who was unsuccessfully fighting against his own tiredness at the loss of 
blood from his thigh; silence accompanied them for the rest of the ride. The SUV pulled off into a dark parking 


lot, police cars littered here and there, the officers waiting for them. 


Harris climbed out and approached one of the men, pulling the pen and ticket pad out of his shirt pocket and 
scribbling on it. "We need a med team at this address. Make sure they're there before we arrive, it could be a 


matter of life or death." 


The sheriff nodded and pulled out a radio, taking the piece of paper while the rest transitioned into two 
different squad cars. Mustaine and David settled into the back of one of the cars with Nick and Harris helped 


Marty ease Bruce inside the other one before climbing in. 


Marty shook his head. "They caught us off-guard. Thank God Dave had that alarm system and escape route 
or we would've been dead and Bruce would've been killed right off the bat" 


Harris nodded. "He's a pretty sharp bloke, but I'll bet you any amount of money that he'll blame himself for all 
of this." 


"That's just the way he is, but there was no way of predicting the exact time they were going to do that.” 
Marty agreed. 


Harris turned his attention to the now-moving scenery and Marty focused on monitoring Bruce and making 


sure he was still alive for the medics to tend to when they made it to the new location. 


Late Night Guilt 
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Chief Harris crossed his arms and propped himself up against the door to the new safe house's dining room 
area. There, sitting at the table in the dark at three am. in the morning, was Agent Mustaine nursing a large 
bottle of Bourbon and a shot glass. He sighed and patted his way to one of the cabinets in the kitchen area to 
retrieve a glass for himself and relied on the moonlight spilling from the sliding doors that led outside to guide 
him to the table. Sitting across from Mustaine, Harris took the bottle and poured himself a shot before 
downing it, wincing and pouring himself another. 


"Go ahead and tell me how it's all your fault so | can debunk your misconstrued theories." 


Mustaine was quiet for a while, and Harris opened his mouth to repeat himself when he spoke. "I could have 


gotten us all killed” 

"You didn't know" 

"| should havel" Mustaine slammed his hand on the table. “That's my fuckin’ job" 
"You're a man, not a machine, Dave. It happens to the best of us" 

"Hetfield caught me by surprise. And | bet he's relishing in the fuckin’ fact right now." 


"Hetfield may enjoy rattling you, but he's not gonna be overjoyed by the fact that he lost a bunch of men and 
quite a few vehicles tonight.” 


"| could have gotten him killed. He's depending on us, and | almost failed him" Mustaine said softly. 
"But you didn't.” 


Both men turned to see a dark shadow in the doorway, the sound of crutches scraping against the tile letting 


them know who it was before he appeared in the moonlight. Harris immediately got up and pulled the chair out 


next to Mustaine for Bruce to sit down. 


Bruce nodded at him in thanks, turning his eyes to Mustaine. "And believe or not, you were prepared. You had 
that alarm system just in case something like that happened, and it came in handy." 


Mustaine looked at Bruce. "We shoulda been gone long before that raid. That's what we had planned on. We 


were too slow, and it almost costed us." 


Bruce placed a hand on his shoulder. "But we're here, Detective. We made it, albeit with a few minor injuries 


but that's beside the point." 

Mustaine snorted. "A fuckin’ gash and a bullet wound isn't what | would call minor, Bruce!" 

Bruce cocked his head to the side. "Did you just call me Bruce? Well bloody hell!" 

Mustaine just shook his head and chuckled, pouring himself another shot. 

Harris looked back and forth between the two and tried his best to hide his grin He faked a loud yawn, the 
other two men looking up at him as he stood from his chair. "I'm a bit knackered from all that's happened. It's 


not often that a police chief in Bumfuck, Florida gets action like that. I'm gonna call it a night." 


Bruce smiled up at him, and Harris didn't miss the flicker of something in Mustaine's eyes at how bright it 
was. “Thanks for all you've done, Chief Harris." 


"It's just Steve, Bruce. It's just Steve." 


Bruce nodded. "Alright Steve, and whenever you have a spare moment I'd love to know what part of England 


you're from." 

Steve chuckled. "Maybe tomorrow, we'll see. Night Bruce. Night Dave." 

Those chocolate eyes were back on him as soon as Steve left the room. "Back to what | was saying; Nick and | 
are fine now, and we'll heal in due time. The point is that all of you did your job, brilliantly given the fact that 


they ambushed us. The glass shattering and nicking me was just an unforeseen mishap." 


Hazel eyes held him in serious regard. "Someone should have been there to cover you, and if | wasn't fuckin’ 


around up in the front | could have done it." 


The hand was now just below his neck. "You were firing at the bastards in the car, you weren't exactly readily 


available. You're not a machine, Detective." 


Mustaine snorted. "Harris told me the same thing." 


"And he's right, you can't think of every single thing and you're not superman, you can't do it all" Bruce 
cautiously took the chance to lean over and press their foreheads together. "And I'm okay with that, that's 
what you have the others for; you just need to be okay with it too." 


Mustaine didn't resist, nor did he acknowledge the contact. "I just don't want the same thing to happen to any 
of you that happened with Cliff. It sounds fuckin’ off, but you bein hurt got to me more than Nick. And he's 


just as essential to all of this as you are." 


Their noses were together now. "Well, it could be because that's your whole mission, protecting me, and I'm 
guessing in the overall picture a teammate casualty is only just a bump in the road in the scheme of things. 


Besides, if it wasn't for me being an arse earlier then you wouldn't have had so much on your mind other than 


what Hetfield's up to." 
Mustaine raised a brow. "Wasn't it you who said not all distractions are bad ones?" 


His eyes weren't as guarded as they were before, but they still offered little to no insight as to what he was 
thinking, how he was feeling besides the guilt and anger at himself in the words he spoken. He quickly thought 
of a witty response, but was unable to voice it when Mustaine's lips brushed his of their own accord. He was 
shocked to say the least, but responded in kind. It was a simple kiss, their mouths closed with just the 
slightest of pressure on both their parts. 


It was over as swiftly as it had been initiated, and Mustaine stood up. Bruce watched as he took the two 
glasses and put them in the sink, coming back to the table and grabbing the bottle of whiskey and storing it 
back in the cabinet he got it from. He was back once more, and he pursed his lips in indecision before finally 


looking down at Bruce. 
"| imagine it would be a helluva lot more difficult goin’ back up the stairs than coming down ‘em." 


Bruce accepted the invitation for help and slowly got to his feet, wincing at the pull of the stitches on his 
thigh. Mustaine had his crutches in hand, but instead of giving them to him, he offered himself as support. 
Bruce certainly had no complaints and he attached himself to Mustaine's side and they began their slow 


progression up to Bruce's room. 


Innocent Mistakes 
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The vase flew into the TV, the screen caving inward and the thick glass of the vase shattering. Most of the 
room was completely destroyed, and Hetfield's anger had yet to dissipate. Twenty men, dead. He had thought of 
everything and they had failed. 


"SON OF A BITCH!" He took the damaged TV and hurled it, the plug ripping out of the socket as it flew. His 


breathing grew heavier as he started to pace. 


Kirk approached him cautiously with a wet towel, gently taking his left hand and cleaning the bloody cuts he 


had created in his rage. 


“Twenty men, all dead!" Hetfield ran a hand through his hair. "There's only five of them! How the fuck could 
they not have wasted them?" 


"| say if you want things to get done," Lars spoke from the doorway, "then we should do it ourselves.” 


Hetfield nodded. "In due time, we need to find them yet again | would like to send out a second wave, but we'll 


see. 
"Should we call someone in?" Jason crossed his arms and leaned on the door jam. 


"Nah. Mustaine may be as bright as a black crayon but he's pretty skilled in the hitman department. I'll give 
the piece of shit credit for that." 


| heard that there was an alarm system that he had set up." Kirk sighed. "I thought it was just the standard 
breaking and entering through a door shit. | didn't think it would be that complicated. And for that | apologize 
sir." 

A large hand caressed his jaw and he flushed as he thought about the other two men's presence in the room. 


"Don't worry about it. We now know what to do and what not to do. | don't blame you.” Hetfield said softly. 


Kirk nodded and applied antiseptic cream to his hand, Hetfield hissing lightly at the sting. "We just have to go 


back to the lab and think of somethin’ else." 


The three men nodded and nothing more was said as Kirk continued to tend to the aftermath of Hetfield's 


anger. 


NNN NNNNN NNN NNN 


Bruce squeezed his lids tightly together and groaned as a sudden glare of sunlight attacked his eyes. He shifted 
and winced at the pull in his thigh, but he was more concerned when he was barely able to move. Something 
had him pinned down, his eyes shot open and he looked down to see an arm draped across his shoulder and 


another across his waist. He looked up and was surprised to see that he was nearly lying on top of someone. 
And that someone just happened to be David. 


Hmmm, he remembered Mustaine helping him back up to his room last night, or very earlier this morning 
rather, and with one last touch to his cheek, he handed him his crutches and he had went into his room alone. 
David came in not too long after that with soda and various bags of junk food, sleep unable to find him as well 
so he sought to lighten things up with a movie night. They watched a mini-marathon of the Austin Powers 
series, Bruce cringing at Mike Myers's overly exaggerated accent but laughing all the while, and a few cartoons 


before they both fell asleep mid-programming. 

He decided that he wasn't uncomfortable with this at all, they were just friends and they've both acknowledged 
the fact that that was all they were going to be. He closed his eyes and relaxed, he'd enjoy the comfort of 
having someone next to him while it lasted He cast his mind back to last night, Steve seemed like a pretty nice 
guy, and he was excited at the opportunity to learn more about the fellow Brit in the upcoming days, but the 
kiss Mustaine gave him and the bodily assistance he offered to help get him up to his room sent his spirits 
soaring and put a goofy smile on his face; despite the pain, his injury oddly brought them sort of together. 


He felt the body under him shift and the arms tightened around him briefly before David became more aware 


of his surroundings and he heard him curse. 
"Sorry" he muttered before trying to pull away from him. 
"Don't worry about it, l'm comfortable so don't move." Bruce muttered into his chest. 


"Regardless of how comfortable it is, one, | have to pee, and two this is highly suspicious and | don't want Dave 


thinkin’ anything bad." 
Oh, he had forgotten he had gushed about the kiss to David like some fifteen year old girl the previous night. 
"Point. Or points rather." Bruce sighed and rolled over, his wince more prominent at the more insistent pull. 


"You alright? You need anything?" 


"Nah, I'll be fine. It's a pain in the arse to deal with though." 


David got up and stretched. "l'm gonna go get cleaned up and check up on Nick. Then I'll head on down to see 
what's for breakfast. Want me to come back and help ya down?" 


"That'll be bloody marvelous. And let me know how Nick is if you could." 


"l'm sure he'll be downstairs eating anything that's not nailed down. There hasn't been a single injury he's had 


that'll stop him from stuffing his face." 
They both laughed at that, and David headed out the door. 


The sound died on his lips once he closed the door and turned to go back to his room, only to come face to 
face with Mustaine. 


"Shit, Dave..i-it isn't what it looks like. Nothing happened." he stammered. 


Years of knowing Mustaine helped to gage his reactions past the walls he constantly had up, and the look of 


barely contained rage was something that made him very uncomfortable, a bit on the wary side, too. 


His voice was flat, but dangerous. "Hm. So you just walk out of Bruce's room laughing it up and looking very 
much like you spent the night there judging by your hair and the same clothes you wore last night; looks like a 


whole lotta fuckin’ nothin’ to me." 


"Neither of us was able to sleep so we watched some TV and ate a bunch of junk. Nothing happened" David 


explained. 


Mustaine shoved past him and went downstairs, and David leaned on the closest wall and thumped his head 
against it. He should have just left when he started to feel tired, or better yet, he shouldn't have went to 
Bruce's room at all. Speaking of Bruce, he was going to be so disappointed when he hears about this. Even 
worse than that, was this not only going to ruin the relationship the two seemed to be developing, but destroy 
the years of trust and friendship he and Mustaine had established? 


Unfair Accusations 
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Alright, so David helping Bruce down the stairs and into his seat at the dining room table didn't make their 
case look any better. David had decided not to let Bruce know of Mustaine's suspicions of them, he had been 
through a lot already and the last thing he needed was another upset. 


"How's the shoulder Nick?" Bruce asked as he got comfortable. 


Nick looked up from the bowl of cereal he was devouring, drops of milk staining his goatee. "Whatever drugs 
they have me on is workin’ wonders." he said with a full mouth, "How's the thigh?" 


Bruce cringed at the display. "Moving is a pain but I'm sure it's nowhere near what you must be experiencing.’ 
"So what's on the agenda for today?" Marty sipped some of his tea. 

"Dave and | plan on going through several different measures of security. You're welcome to join for the whole 
thing but your presence won't be required until we actually finalize the ideas we have. Although, from the 
stories I've heard, David would be quite the asset to us in that department." Steve grinned at David, who 
flushed. 

Mustaine gave a rather vicious stab to a piece of bacon, chewing it with a little more force than necessary. 
"Sheesh, the thing's already been killed, why torture it some more in its afterlife?" Steve raised a brow. 
Mustaine just grunted in response. 

I'd be happy to help any way | can" David said. 

"| don't have anything better to do, so count me in too." Marty shrugged. 

"Since l'm an invalid right now I'll take the task of providing entertainment for our equally as fucked up 


witness." Nick winked at Bruce, who winked back and chuckled, stuffing his mouth with pancakes drenched in 


extra syrup. 


Dark brown eyes secretly watched as Mustaine's eyes got even darker. This was a very stark contrast from 
last night, and he hadn't missed the daggers he kept glaring at his second in charge. What the hell was going on 


here? 


Bruce had taken a moment to head out the sliding door that led to the backyard, his eyes taking in the pool 
and various other outdoor equipment, not to mention the very tall, cement gates topped off with black spikes 
that surrounded the property in the distance. He sat down on the nearest recliner and propped his crutches on 
it as he took a deep breath and lied back on the cushion. 


The upside to being in Florida was while New York City or even England was about to experience harsh winters, 


this place still held on stubbornly to its beach weather. 
His train of thought was interrupted by the door sliding open and closing, his gaze torn to the red shock of 
hair of the man he's becoming more and more emotionally attached to at an alarming rate, but last night had 


proved that that was no longer something to be all that concerned about. The agent shook out a cigarette and 


cupped his hand around it to block the wind while he lit it. 

Bruce smiled. "Hey." 

The look he got not only wiped the smile off his face, but it confused him as well. 

"What's wrong?" he asked. 

Mustaine remained quiet and focused his attention elsewhere. 

"Detective" 

A puff of smoke blew in the breeze. 

Bruce cursed as his thigh gave heavy protest to the quick movement to get up he made, and his mind and 
body scolded him sharply as he limped towards Mustaine without the aid of his crutches. The man himself 
turned to glance at him when he heard the succession of profanity and was ushering him back down on the 
recliner in a matter of seconds. 


"What the fuck do you think you're doin’ you idiot?" he snarled. 


“Trying to get you to fucking listen to me! ls this going to be a constant thing? One minute you don't treat me 
like complete shite and the next you pretend | don't exist or you act like I'm the scum of the Earth." 


"And one minute you're getting all soft on me and the next yer fuckin’ Junior." Mustaine spat. 


"Fucking Jun." Bruce trailed off before shaking his head. "What the bloody hell are you talking about?" 


"| came upstairs just in time to see him leavin’ your room with the same clothes and fucked up hair with a 


shit-eating grin on his face. Isn't hard to put two and two together." 
Bruce's eyes widened. "We spent the night watching TV! Nothing happened!" 
"Same thing he came up with." 


"Because that's what happened! We've established that nothing's going to happen between us and we've become 


close friends these past few weeks!" 
Mustaine crossed his arms and stared down at him, unconvinced. 


| don't want David! | want you. But you're so bloody stubborn that | can't seem to get that through that thick 


skull of yours!" 


Mustaine threw his half-finished cigarette down and stepped on it before turning towards the sliding doors. 


"Make sure you don't move a single fuckin’ muscle without those crutches with you." 


Bruce watched helplessly as Mustaine went back inside, his stomach knotting up with an unknown feeling. All 
was forgotten when he looked down to see the loose material of his athletic shorts become spotted with little 
red dots that appeared around the area of his wound and another string of curses left his lips as he finally 


registered the pain that throbbed in his thigh. 
Shite. 


He cautiously got up and grabbed his crutches, moving as fast as he could to the sliding doors. Steve was 
making his way past it and happened to glimpse down at Bruce's thigh, immediately sliding one side open to get 


to Bruce. 


"Dammit, what did you do?" Steve questioned as he knocked the crutches away and bodily lifted Bruce into his 


arms as the spots got increasingly bigger; he was a lot stronger than he looked. 
‘Someone call up the bleedin’ doctor!" Steve yelled loud enough for his voice to echo throughout the house. 


Nick rushed out the living room in time to take in the scene, instantly rushing back into the room where his 
phone was located as Steve made a break for the stairs. Bruce's face was screwed up in agony; he didn't think 
that he had stressed his thigh enough for the stitches to tear, but he guessed he had moved more 
aggressively than he originally thought. 


‘Damn, fuck, shit Mustaine!" his mind screamed over and over as his eyes squeezed closed, the pain was almost 


unbearable as Steve eased him onto the bed in his room. 


"Hold on, Bruce." Steve stroked his sweat-soaked hair from his forehead, and Bruce could vaguely hear a series 


of footsteps in the hall. "Help should be here soon" 


Progress 
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David was the first one in the room and his eyes widened when he caught sight of Bruce on the bed. "What 
the fuck happened?!" 


"| don't know, all | know is that he pulled the stitches!" 


Marty came in next, taking off his shirt once he got a glimpse of everything. "Pull the leg of the shorts up, we 
need to apply pressure to it before he ends up passing out.” 


Steve pulled up the leg carefully, and cringed at the blood spattered mess. 
"Talk to him, keep him awake, and for God's sake don't show signs of panic or disgust. We don't need him to 
worry too much." Marty muttered in his ear before taking his place, pressing his shirt up against Bruce's 


wound. "David, go get a towel or two." 


David nodded and raced to the connected bathroom, only to curse and run out of the bedroom, nearly running 


Mustaine over in the process. 

"What the fuck is all the yelli and shit about?" 

"Bruce!" David tossed behind him before going into the bathroom down the hall. 

"Bruce?" Mustaine walked into the room and his jaw nearly dropped. "Shit! What happened?" 
"He tore the stitches on his thigh. Calm down, we don't want to scare him." Marty replied. 


Mustaine approached the bed and sat on Bruce's other side. "What did you do?" He reached out and petted 


Bruce's hair. 
"W-when this is over.l'm going..to kick your arse." Bruce gasped. 


"Wait..this is your fault?" Steve glared. "What the hell?" 


"Not.his.fault. Got up..without crutches." 
"Let me guess," David said as he walked into the room with the towels, "It was about this morning.” 
"What about his morning?" Steve looked back and forth between the three men. 


David nudged Marty out of the way and peeled the shirt off, replacing it with one of the Towels and applying 
the pressure himself. "You two should leave, the bleeding is slowing down and this is a conversation that needs 


to be had between just us three." 


Steve opened his mouth to protest but Marty tugged on his arm. "We'll get the medic up here as soon as he 


arrives." 

When the door closed David glared at Mustaine. "What happened exactly?" 

‘Its none of your business." Mustaine muttered. 

"Bullshit, it is my business since I'm involved and both of you are my friends. What the hell happened?" 


"We didn't.we didn't do anything. | tried to tell him.but he wouldn't listen. | got up without the crutches and | 
guess | got up too fast." 


David scowled at Mustaine. "I told you nothing happened between us. This petty jealousy and pulling away has to 
stop Dave. What would have happened if he had been further away and couldn't have call for help?" 


Mustaine looked away. 


"We're just friends, Dave. Friends It's only natural that we spend time together and it may turn into sleepovers 
every once in a while, but nothing more. He doesn't want me and | see him as nothing but a brother now.’ 


"David... 


He glanced down at Bruce. "No Bruce, I've had enough of this." Determined eyes turned back to Mustaine. "He 
wants you and | know you want him back, so get the fuck over yourself and whatever shit philosophies you 


have and just go with how you feel." 


There was a pause just before two men burst into the room, a third man carrying a large back of supplies 
running in after them. David immediately climbed off the bed and backed away, Mustaine scrambling to get out 
of the way as well. As the men tended to Bruce, David pulled Mustaine out of the room and closed it behind 
them. 


David looked him dead in the eye. "I'm serious about this Dave. If you keep pullin’ the shit you pull he's not 


gonna sit around and wait for you forever." 


Mustaine could only watch as he turned and walked away. 


NNNNNNNN NNN www 


It was dark when the medics finally left Bruce's room; both Mustaine and Steve were waiting outside in the hall 


to meet them. 


"He'll be fine as long as he doesn't put too much stress on it like | recommended before, but enforce it heavily 
now more than ever. He lost a good amount of blood and it's stained the bed so | suggest you move him to a 
different room, we left a foldable weave stretcher in there for you to move him easier. Once he's moved give 
him two of these every eight hours as needed for pain, it'll make him drowsy so he should be out like a light 


in no time." The head medic handed Steve the pills and nodded to them before taking his leave. 


Steve and Mustaine went inside the room and the agent grabbed the stretcher and unfolded it, placing it on 
the bed next to Bruce. 


"How are you holding up there?" Steve looked over at Bruce. 
"The sooner | can have those pills in your hand, the better I'll be." 


Steve chuckled as he helped Mustaine to ease Bruce on the stretcher, his brows drawing in the only sign of 


pain from Bruce. 

"Where to?" Steve asked. 

“All the rooms are taken so he'll have to bunk in a room with someone for tonight" 

"We'll take him to yours then" At Mustaine's raised brow, he snorted. "Like you mind at all. Nick's injured, he's 
not exactly close enough to be comfortable with Marty or me, and from what | could hear behind the door 
earlier, rooming with David's gonna do more harm than good right now. Now hurry along so we can get him to 


bed." 


Mustaine rolled his eyes but picked up one end of the stretcher, Steve taking the other end as he began to 


move. 


Mustaine tossed a few pillows on the ground along with the extra sheets he found in closet pantry down the 


hall 


Bruce frowned as he settled down; looking over the edge, he spoke to him. "Why are you down there?" 


Mustaine grunted, 
"This is your bed, if anything | should be down there’ 

"You're staying up there and that's the end of it" Mustaine grumbled 

"Then at least sleep up here. | don't feel right having you sleep on the floor.” Bruce sighed. "IF it makes you feel 
better you can sleep on the opposite end, that way we won't be touching, Besides, I'm in no condition to rape 


you or anything.” 


A hint of a smile appeared on Mustaine's face and he glanced over at Bruce; it was easy to tell he was tired, 


and the meds seemed to be slowing kicking in, but he looked as determined as ever. "Fine." 

Mustaine pushed himself up off the floor and went over to the other side of the bed, lying down on top of the 
covers. Bruce opened his mouth to say something but he got a glare in return. He turned his body as much as 
he could so he could face him. 

"Stop movin." Mustaine mumbled, his eyes closed. 

"Yes, father." 

Hazel eyes opened to stare at him. "Smartass." 


Bruce stuck his tongue out at him and the agent just chuckled in response. 


The last thing Bruce expected was for Mustaine to shift and move under the sheets, the redhead easing over 
to him until they were nearly face to face. The hand was back again, tracing the outline of his jaw. 


"David's right." Bruce gazed up into his eyes, his expression sincere. "I don't want anyone else." 
Mustaine sighed. "I know." 

"Then why do you act the way you do?" 

Its a long story.” 


Bruce nodded and his eyes turned to the ceiling. Mustaine shook his head and the slight pressure on his jaw 
turned his attention back to him. 


"When we have the time." 


"You don't owe me anything, Detect-" 


"Dave." 
Bruce's eyes grew as wide as saucers. "What?" 
"It's just plain old Dave, Bruce." 


Dave brushed his lips against Bruce's briefly before he settled back down. "Got an early start tomorrow." he 


mentioned before closing his eyes. 
Bruce's smile was nuclear as his own shut as well. "Night.Dave." 


A snort was his only reply. 


Workload Frustration 
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Hetfield glared darkly at the computer screen. It had been two weeks since the ambush mishap and they stil 
hadn't found the new location where Dickinson and his apes were hiding. He sighed when he felt small hands 
massaging his shoulders strongly. 

"You should take a break, you been at this all day and most of the night" Kirk said gently. 

Hetfield dragged a hand down his face. "How the fuck could they just drop off our radar like that?" 


"We'll find them, Papa Het. But you do yourself no good by neglecting your needs. Although I've seen you with 
plenty to drink | haven't seen you eat in the last few days." 


‘lm fine." Hetfield continued to look at the screen, typing in several codes before the computer did its search 


again. 
"But-" 


Hetfield whipped around and grabbed Kirk by the neck, the smaller man's eyes widening in fear. "I told you l'm 
fine!" 


Kirk's eyes teared up and he tried to back away, to no avail. 


"Now stop acting like a women and either help me or fuck off!" Hetfield shoved him away and Kirk tripped and 
fell backwards. 


He backpedalled when Hetfield stalked towards him. Jason and Lars came to see what was going on just in time 


to catch Kirk hitting the ground, and despite his place among them they stood in front of Hetfield. 


Lars stepped up to him. "Think of what you're doing, sir. You know if you did anything to him you're going to 
regret it later. Things can't be that bad to where you would raise a hand to him. Think" 


Hetfield closed his eyes and ran a hand through his hair, a deep breath rushing from his nostrils. Blue eyes 


searched out scared brown and he walked over to him, Jason keeping a wary eye on him as he kneeled down 


He reached over to touch Kirk's face, cringing when he flinched back before hesitantly accepting the light 
stroke of his jaw. 


‘lm sorry, Kwirk" he muttered. 
Kirk sighed. "Will you come down for a least a snack?" 


Hetfield nodded and helped Kirk up, allowing himself to be led down to the kitchen area, both Jason and Lars 


exhaled in relief. 


NNNNNNNNNNNNNNN NNN 


Bruce was walking more properly now that he actually gave the wound time to heal. He had exchanged his 
crutches in favor of a cane, and was free to move about the house as he pleased, even if he could feel the 
stares of the others making sure he didn't cause further injury to himself. Nick was healing rather well too, 
the casting on his shoulder giving way to light bandaging and he found that he could move his arm more 
without feeling too much pain. 

Bruce limped his way to Dave's room, checking the hall before he let himself inside. Dave looked over at him 
from the bright screen of new laptop before turning his gaze back to his work. He flipped the light on and 


grinned when Dave squinted his eyes. 


"Staring at that screen in the dark is bad for your eyesight" Bruce cautioned as he sat down on the edge of 
the bed closest to Dave. 


A snort was his accustomed reply before Dave spoke. "How's the leg?" 
"Better and better each day. Although you're welcome to further investigate for yourself" he smirked. 


Dave turned his way and chuckled. "I'll take you up on that offer at a later time, I'm not gettin’ blamed for 
bein’ hard headed again" 


Bruce patted the bed next to him and Dave eyed him suspiciously. 
"Come on, you've been glued to that thing all week." 


Dave was facing the computer once more. "If you're forgetting | do have a job to do. | can't be screwin' around 


all the time." 


Bruce frowned. "I didn't mean it like that. Maybe you should think about splitting some of this up with the rest. 


Working constantly like this is gonna burn you out" 


"I fuckin’ got this Bruce! | don't need help! And | don't need you naggir me about it!" 


Bruce shook his head before getting up, leaning on his cane as he made for the door. 

Dave's eyes locked on him when he heard the cane brush across the carpet. "Where are you goin?" 

Bruce didn't answer until he got to the door. "To my room. Y'know, the place where | don't get shitted on for 
caring." He turned the knob and opened it, his every intention focused on leaving the room, but a pale hand 


forced the door closed. 


"Don't." Dave's was voice soft. "I still think about what happened a few weeks ago and | can't help but try my 


hardest to prevent something else from happening, even if it takes all my time." 
"This..this may not be a good idea" 
Dave's eyebrows furrowed. "What?" 


"This.whatever we are. I'll freely admit that I'm the type of bloke who craves attention, and with you doing all 
this | can't have it. It's selfish, | know, but | can't help it" 


"l'Il put the damn laptop away." Dave mumbled, jerking his head in the direction of the bed. "Just let me do a 
few more things and I'll be done." 


"Didn't you hear what | just-" 

"Yeah, | heard what you said." 

Bruce bit back his reply and turned around limping back to the bed Dave watched while he sat back down and 
began to work on getting his shoes off before going back to the laptop, standing next to the desk while he 
typed in a series of commands. 

Eventually he shut it down and closed it, taking the time to switch off the light before climbing into bed next 
to Bruce. Bruce waited until Dave wrapped an arm around his waist before making any move to draw closer to 


him. Once they were settled in, an eerie silence hovered over them. 


"l'Il see about keying David and Steve in on some of the programs and data after breakfast tomorrow" Dave 


fi nally uttered. 


Bruce smiled brightly in the dark, yet another small victory. 


Closing Time? 
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Dave flashed the small laser in his hand and waved it in a circular motion to indicate the surrounding areas of 
the safe house. ".so Harris, | want you to monitor the area about ten to fifteen miles out, | know you have 
guys around the place so | know | can trust you with that. Any vehicle or aircraft that is unidentifiable from 
your readings is to be stopped and/or turned back; and if they can't prove that they live or know anyone in 
this neighborhood they are to be turned back, but if they can prove it | still want them tracked until we know 


that are no threat; | refuse to take any more chances with this." 


Steve nodded in agreement. "A few of the empty lots have already been occupied with some of the deputies 
until everything blows over. Monitoring shouldn't be too much of a problem." 


"Good. Now Junior, we have devices planted to obscure our location through possible hacker channels, even 


fuckin’ Google Maps and MapQuest won't be able to tell what this place is, | want you on top of that." 

David frowned. "Wouldn't that raise suspicion on our location? That all the houses show but this one?" 

"Nope. The image of this place is shown as a shitty warehouse on an abandoned lot when you zoom in. What | 
need you to do is track any suspicious activity to either look into coding or break that barrier." A sound 
chimed in the room and Dave walked to the table that Steve and David were currently seated at and checked 
the one of the laptops that rested on the wooden surface. "And..the program is now on your drive and I'll give 
you the valid credentials to get into it a little later." 

David nodded and shot a contemplative look his way. 


Dave made a face and sighed. "What?" 


"What brought this on? You usually like to hog all this shit for yourself" David crossed his arms and leaned 


back in his chair. 


"That Ellefson," Dave glared, "is none of your business.” 


"He seems like a nice kid," Steve observed Dave closely, "and I've grown attached to him these last few weeks. 


If you hurt him in any way-" 
"Save your bullshit, Harris." Dave interjected, rolling his eyes. 
"We know you two practically room together now, so we're just making sure-" 


"It wasn't some big secret to keep! It's our business, not yours. So if you would, just shut the fuck up! | know 
what l'm doing. Drop it We're not here to discuss private matters." 


He could tell they wanted to say more, but they held their tongues on the subject matter. 
Fine. What are you going to be doing?" Steve changed the topic, the police chief eyeing him skeptically. 


Steve's gaze was met by Dave's determined stare, almost daring him to oppose. "l'm gonna be lookin’ for 


Hetfield's location, Chief." 


NNNNNNNNNNNN NNN NNN 


Dave cursed and blindly patted around the nightstand top next to the bed for his cellphone. "Lo?" he muttered, 
his voice thick with sleep. 


"Mustaine!" 

The fuzz immediately cleared from his mind. "Mr. Araya" 

"I have some good news. We've got a team of prosecutors ready to go and we have a few witnesses that are 
incarcerated that are willing to testify for a shortened sentence, but they're worried. When Dickinson testifies, 
that should ease their minds and break open the floodgates. Needless to say, we're definitely making some 
heavy progress up here. Now the real test is finding Hetfield and his gang.’ 

Dave didn't know what to make of that. "That's great news;sir." 

Araya chuckled. "Yeah, soon you won't have to babysit anyone anymore." 


Dave looked down at Bruce, who was lying half-way on him, and frowned. "Yeah." 


"Anyway, that's all the news | have for right now. If there's any more changes I'll notify you directly. Have a 
good night, Agent Mustaine." 


The line went dead and the home screen on his phone was glaring back at him when he took it down from his 


ear and looked at it. He placed it back on the table, but instead of going to sleep, he just stared at the ceiling. 
Things seemed like they were coming to a close; his gazed turned back to Bruce's serene face, he wondered 
what he was dreaming of to put such a peaceful look on his face. Was it about home? Freedom from a life of 
hiding? Dave himself? 


Dave contemplated on whether or not to tell Bruce the news when he woke up, and whether or not to tell the 
others as well. In the end, as he closed his eyes and willed himself back to sleep, he decided to keep the 
knowledge to himself, he figured things would be better off that way. 


Dangerous Leads (Part One) 
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Nick beamed at Bruce when he entered the living room and sat down on the couch next to him, no cane and no 


limp in sight. 

"So | take it no pain, no stiffness?" Marty looked up from the book he was reading. 

"No, and no" Bruce grinned. 

"Kick ass!" Nick held up the hand of the arm in which his shoulder had been injured and they slapped five. 
"Where are the others? They suddenly disappeared after supper." 

It got quiet, the only sound coming from the TV. 


"Ummm..." Nick scratched the back of his head and Marty suddenly found the program on the TV to be quite 


interesting. 
Bruce frowned. "What's going on?" 


Marty sighed. "Dave believes he has a tip on where Hetfield could be. He took David and Steve with him so you 
don't have much to worry about. Although, he's most likely going to kill us for telling you." 


Bruce would sooner be able to stop the tide before he was able to rid himself of the knot that was already 
beginning to tighten in his stomach and his face creased uneasily. He hoped they were doing okay. 


NUNN NNN NNN NN NINN 


Dave, David, and Steve quickly but silently made their way through the underground parking garage, their eyes 
constantly searching around them for anything out of the ordinary. Just up ahead, they saw a shadow, the 
figure continuously pacing back and forth. It stopped as soon as the three men approached it. 


"Briker?" Dave asked quietly. 


"Mustaine?" The three men were surprised to hear a heavily accented female voice come out of the hoodie 


the shadow was wearing. 
Dave nodded. 
"We have to make this quick, come on" She waved for them to follow her. 


They trailed behind her deeper and deeper into the garage, slowly leaving the lighter areas of the structure. 
They had been walking for a while before she stopped in a dark corner. 


"Okay, this should do." 
Dave wasted no time. "What do you know? And just as important, how do you know it?" 


‘| was undercover as an illegal immigrant maid for about a month now. They felt confident enough that if | 


spilled any secrets that they could easily just get me deported back to Brazil." 
Dave nodded and whipped out a pad, accepting the pen from Steve. "What have you found out?" 


NNNNNNNNNNNN NNN 


Bruce wriggled nervously on the couch, they had told him not to fret, but he couldn't shake the feeling that 
something bad was going to happen, he just felt it in his gut. 


"You're making it very hard to enjoy the movie, Bruce." Nick scowled. "And now you're starting to make me 


worry." 

"| don't know, Nick. | think they should have been back by now." Marty bit his lip in thought. 

Nick groaned as he watched Bruce fidget even more. "Nice job, Friedman" 

Marty shrugged. "Just sayin’. Maybe we should call one of them." 

‘Im not gettin’ my head bit off by Mustaine if it turns out they're fine, so don't plan on me calling them." 


Marty gave him a curt nod, his eyes turning to Bruce. "I'll give it another half hour and we'll see about getting 
in touch with them" 


Bruce reluctantly agreed and tried to focus on the movie that he had only been distractedly watching 


previously. 


NNNNNNNN NNN NNNN NNN 


"The computers that they use, the programs are so much similar to the ones that the FBI uses. | believe it is 
Locale#.0. Their location accuracy ranges from around ninety to ninety-five percent and they employ a few of 
the world's most successful hackers, Jamie Dannues, Arney Carnes, Bradlina Davis, and Chris Brinkley. Not to 


mention that Kirk Hammett is quite the whiz with technology as well." 
Dave swiftly jotted the information down before glancing up at her, urging her to continue. 


| have always been brought to the house in one of Hetfield's special limousines, there are no windows in the 
backs of them, only TV screens in their places. But those were always turned off, so | don't know the precise 
location" She fumbled in her pocket for something, finally coming forth with what appeared to be a small, 
folded map. "But | have rounded it down extensively for you, so it shouldn't be too much trouble for you to 
find out exactly where it is." 


Dave reached out to take the folded paper, his hands mere inches from it when he was jerked down to the 

ground, David's shout of "Duck!" ringing in the air as a car swerved to the side with its windows rolled down, 
shots sounding through the enclosed space. Dave slipped his notes in his back pocket and looked up in time to 
see the hooded figure slide down the brick wall she had been closest to, blood trailing down as she fell to the 


ground. 


Her brown eyes were lifeless when the hoodie spilled back to reveal her face, she couldn't have been older 
than twenty-five, if Dave had to guess she appeared to be around twenty-three, too young to have been killed 
in such a way. He cursed when he saw the map she had was rapidly soaking in her blood, the evidence of 


Hetfield's location going with it. "Shit!" 
"We need to get the hell out of here!" Steve yelled over the next round that was fired in their direction. 


As pointless as it may have seemed, Dave cringed as he snatched up the map and hoisted himself up along 


with the others to make a break for the outside. 


Dangerous Leads (Part Two) 
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They stuck to the shadows as much as possible, their hearts pounding and their lungs burning as they dodged 
the headlights of not only the first car to arrive on the scene, but two more that joined it. David stopped in a 
dark corner, the others following his lead as they tried to catch their breaths. 


‘Its only gonna get harder from here." Steve panted. "The rest of the building up to the exit is pretty well lit" 


"And | just thought Dave was being paranoid when he told us to bring the extra clips." David muttered and 
pulled out both of his pistols. 


Dave snorted and took out his own, Steve following suit. "I like giving myself a chance to make it out of these 


fucked situations we get into alive. You never forget to bring back-up ammo." 
They could hear the screeching tires of the cars trying to track them down 


Dave looked to David and then to Steve. "I'm sorry for the owners of these vehicles, but we should keep 
behind the rides to keep from bein’ exposed. Ready?" 


At their nods Dave took off, the other two quick on his heels as he rushed through the cars. The sounds of 
windows shattering and the impact of bullets into each car they passed was loud in their ears as they tried to 
escape the onslaught. 


David crouched behind a Sedan, his eyes narrowing as he sighted down the length of his pistol and aimed for 
the tires of the closest vehicle trailing them, and fired off two quick rounds. He was rewarded with the sound 
of the tire exploding, the car spinning uncontrollably until it hit one of the cement pillars that held the 
structure of the garage up, killing two of the men in the car instantly. 


The other three men managed to climb out with a few scratches, and immediately searched for the culprit 
who caused them to crash. David moved to the truck across from the Sedan hastily as the men tramped over 
to his former position He backed up and pressed himself up against the wall next to the truck and aimed 
through the back seat window; he waited until one of the men was directly in his line of fire and he pulled the 
trigger, blood and matter splattering from the man's head, the body dropping to the concrete ground. David 


cursed, the window breaking giving away his current location, and darted between several more cars to dodge 


the bullets that rained in the direction of the truck. 


Steve hid behind a pillar as one of the remaining cars, an SUV, sped around in hopes of finding him. The 
automobile made a sharp left and headed very close to his hiding spot, Steve taking the chance to fire a few 
shots at the driver's window, but the driver was smart enough to duck down when one of the passengers 
spotted Steve. However, Steve proved to be distraction enough, because Dave crept around one of the cars 
and shot multiple rounds into the general direction of the gas tank, thunderous blare resonating through the 


garage as the back of the SUV erupted into flames, quickly overtaking the rest of the vehicle. 


Both men dashed off, David coming from the side to join them as they headed for the next floor. They could 
hear the footsteps of the men that were running after them and the vague sound of the tires of the last car 
on their heels. The three men felt a brief sense of relief as they caught sight of their goal, the exit was 
within their reach, and their car was parked a few blocks away for security reasons, which was another 


smart idea on Dave's part. 
"Leading them back to the car or the house isn't the best of plans!" Steve gritted out as they kept running. 
"Which means we need to take them out" Dave huffed. "Split up, but stay within sight!" 


Steve took the left and David took to the right, Dave hurriedly emptying his clips and reloading before turning 
around and firing both of his guns rapidly past the men following them and at the speeding car just behind 
them, the windshield cracked and splintered, eliminating the driver's visibility. Steve and David both shot at the 
tires, the car going out of control and sparks flying as the rims grated on the hard ground. The men in the 
car jumped out as the car clashed with another vehicle, swiftly recuperating before taking cover behind 


several pillars. 


It was a matter of quick moves and good aim, the three lawmen were able to pluck away man after man until 
a series of rounds scattered all around a Tacoma and a shouted curse brought Steve and David to a halt.it 
was unmistakable that the sound came from the Senior Agent. Panicked, they recklessly exposed themselves to 
the remaining assailants, the men foolishly taking the bait only to be dispatched by the two men, they didn't 


check to see if there were any more lurking around, their thoughts focused solely on Dave now. 


Their suspicions were confirmed when they got around the truck and spotted a vest-less Dave pressing his 
discarded shirt to his side, just below his armpit, and it was rapidly soaking. "Fuck." Dave panted, his eyes 
squeezed shut. 


"Shite! Hurry, we need to get him to the car!" Steve urged, helping Dave up while David kept a lookout for 
anyone else that might be hiding. 


Their progress was a little slower than before, but the urgency in their movement had spiked tremendously. 
Steve reached into his back pocket and pulled out a radio, pushing the button to comect directly to his next 


man in charge. 


"We need a medic to the appointed location! We need a medic to the appointed location! Preferably a surgeon 
Have them there within the next ten minutes, it's an emergency. | repeat, it is an emergency!" Steve fought 
the urge to cringe as he felt the warm fluid starting to coat his hand. He turned to David. "Go ahead and get 


the car, the more we push him the more blood he's going to lose." 


David nodded, sprinting across the nearly vacant street and speeding down the block Steve looked at Dave and 
his heart hammered in his chest as he took in the pale skin, which was even paler than usual due to the rapid 
loss of blood. ‘Dear Lord please hurry, David’ he thought as he felt Dave sag a bit in his arms. 


Hanging in the Balance 
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Bruce was confused when they heard an urgent knock on the door. He got up and followed behind Nick when he 
got up to see who it was, and he felt the first stirrings of alarm once he caught sight of one of the medics 
that had come to his aid the day he tore his stitches, and another man carrying two large bags of supplies, a 
surgeon they said. 


What could they possibly need a surgeon for if he and Nck were completely healed? 


Bruce watched, stunned, as they ran upstairs to prepare the bedroom he'd abandoned in favor of rooming with 
Dave. Speaking of which, the allotted time that Marty had originally planned to call one of the others had 
passed, but as he turned to go back into the living room to tell him such, he heard the undeniable screech of 


car tires in the driveway. 


Marty came into the small foyer from the living room with a gun in his hands, darting out of the front door 
to see what all the fuss was about, Nick not too far behind him. Bruce felt rooted to the ground as the one of 
the back doors of the vehicle was thrown open, a dark figure climbing out and turning around to assist 
whoever was in the back. Marty quickly stashed his gun away to lend the man a hand, someone else climbing 
out of the driver's seat to help out as well. 


The group quickly maneuvered across the lawn and to the porch, Bruce finally able to see who was who, the 
anxious feeling leaving him as his blood ran cold once he spotted a deathly pale, barely conscious and heavily 
bleeding Dave in the arms of Marty, Steve, and David They rushed past him and up the stairs when Nick told 
them where the doctors were stationed, but Bruce felt nothing at all, his body numb as his whole existence, as 


far as he was concerned, was being hauled upstairs. 


Nick cursed and shut the front door, quickly locking it and setting up the security system. He whipped his 
attention back to Bruce and stood in front of him, the other man's eyes looking glazed and distant. He hated to 
do this, but he drew his hand back and swung, slapping Bruce as hard his he could Bruce's head rocked to the 
side, dizziness taking over him before he slowly became aware of his environment. He shook his head and looked 


dazedly at Nick, and then he was gone, taking the steps two at a time to get the others. 


Nick sighed with relief that he was successfully able to knock Bruce out of his stupor, but now he hoped with 


all his might that Dave wouldn't become yet another casualty in their mission 

Steve and David were outside of the closed door when he arrived. 

"What happened?! Bruce shrieked. 

Steve gripped him by the shoulders. "Calm down, Bruce-" 

"Calm down? Calm down? You're drenched in Dave's blood and you want me to calm down” 

Seeing that he was on the verge of hysteria, Steve softened his voice. "We were ambushed. |..We believe that 
some of Hetfield's men followed our informant to the meeting place. Dave was hit just before we made it out 
of there." 

"H-how bad is it? | saw a lot of blood, he looked pale, and it's all over you and-" 

"Bruce," David came up beside him and rubbed his back gently. "You do him no good by panicking. We need you 
to get a hold of yourself so when he's better he doesn't have to worry about you and can concentrate on 
healing." 

"They didn't know exactly how much damage is done on the inside." Marty spoke quietly as he slinked out of 
the bedroom door. "But they said from the looks of it, and the way he's having a very difficult time breathing 
that the bullet might've grazed one of his lungs or possibly hit one of them dead on" 

"But he always wears a vest when he's out, how could that have happened?" 

"He must have been on the ground.” Marty glanced over to see the David nod. "And the bullets-" 


"Bullets?" 


Marty nodded. "There's more than one entry point. They hit him at a high angle from somewhere above while 
he was busy firing | guess." 


Steve kicked the end table next to the room. "Shite! So there's someone we didn't get. They could've followed us 
all the way back to this place." 


David's forehead creased. "But they didn't fire at us while we were getting Dave out of there." 


"The radars you told us to monitor didn't show signs of any suspicious activity within the radius and I'm sure 


Nick is downstairs making sure that security is tightened up. | don't think we'll be compromised anytime soon 


"So we're free to worry about Dave for now then” 

Marty sighed. "Yeah." 

"And right now it's not lookin’ so good?" 

Another sigh. "Not at the moment." 

Bruce let out a shaky breath and backed away, once his back hit the wall, he slowly slid down until he was 
firmly seated on the carpeted ground. Nick came up the stairs, taking one look at him before he planted 


himself next to Bruce, gathering him in his arms to offer him whatever comfort he could. 


"We got extra men in unmarked cars going around in case something pops up that doesn't belong. | checked the 


screens and they haven't detected anything. How's Dave?" 
It was Bruce that answered him, his voice broken. "We don't know Nick, we just don't know." 


Silence engulfed the hallway as they waited for word on Dave's condition, and for a miracle to happen. 


The Next Morning 
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The news of Dave's condition didn't come until early the next morning. The medic came out to the living room 


where the party had moved to be somewhat more comfortable while waiting for an update. 


Steve, who was sitting on the floor next to the larger of the two couches that were in the room that was 


currently being occupied by both Bruce and Nick, quickly stood up. 
"How is he?" 


Bruce, who had been fretfully dozing throughout the night, immediately scrambled out of Nick's arms, waking 
him up in the process, and turned to face the medic. Steve gently called over to David and Marty, who 
managed to squeeze together on the other couch, David sitting up and Marty rubbing his eyes before turning 


over to face the rest. 


The medic sighed "We've got him stabilized for now. The bullets grazed his left lung instead of making direct 
contact, but the right one wasn't as lucky and was on the verge of collapse. We were able to rectify the 
problem, but it's still going to be hell for him to breathe these next few days. It took us a while to actually 
find and extract each bullet, which ended up being four in total-" 


Everyone gasped, the medic raising his hand to silence them. 

"Instead of just the two we originally spotted. Fortunately, we were able to get them all out. One hit the right 
lung as | had mentioned earlier, and two out of the other three clipped three of his ribs, breaking one and 
fracturing two. The number one concern, or concerns, is whether or not his body can replenish the blood he 
loss or will he have to have a blood transfusion. Also, there was a small window of time where he didn't 
receive enough oxygen to his brain, and we don't know if that's caused any neurological problems or not. We 
won't exactly know until he wakes up." 

"How long will that be?" David asked. 


The medic shrugged. "Anywhere from a few minutes to a few days or even weeks." 


Silence. 


Bruce sighed. "Well, can we see him?" 

"Sure. One at a time would be recommended though." 

Bruce looked to the others for approval before getting up and heading out the room. He paused next to the 
medic and grasped his shoulder, giving it a firm squeeze of thanks. "You've patched the lot of us up, but we've 
never gotten your name to thank you properly.’ 

The blonde flushed at the chorus of agreement from the others. "Adrian. Adrian Smith." 


"Thanks for all your help, Adrian" Bruce gave him some semblance of a smile before leaving to go see Dave. 


"The job isn't entirely done until he's on his way to recovery. We're not out of the woods yet. I'd like to stick 


around to monitor him." 


Steve scratched the back of his head. "We're completely swamped when it comes to available space. But | 


guess the couch-" 
David cut him off. "I don't mind sharing." 
Adrian raised his brows in question. "Are you sure? | could just take the couch." 


David shrugged. "One-hundred percent sure. See it as a way of thanks for all you've done and what you still 
might end up doing for us." 


Adrian nodded, giving his goatee a quick scratch. "I just need to make a quick trip home-" 


Steve shook his head. "Not a good idea. You've been here numerous times so I'm not willing to take the chance 


of you being followed and have something happen to you because you're on our side." 
Nick eyed him closely. "He looks about my size. | can spare some things for him to wear." When Adrian opened 
his mouth to protest, he waved him off. "Just like David, it's my way of saying thanks. Especially since you 


worked on me directly." 


Marty stretched before climbing off the sofa. "Whether we feel the need to or not, we should eat something. 


I'll go scarce something up." 
"Anything stiff to drink?" 
Steve nodded. "I'll go fetch that. | think we can all use one." 


Adrian moved over to let the two men pass, crossing the room to sit down on one of the couches, taking a 


deep breath before yawning. David sighed and buried his head in his hands. 

Nick frowned. "What's up?" 

‘| just realized, now that Dave is pretty much a liability, one of us have to assume his place." 
Nick shrugged. "You're the next agent in charge. That's a no-brainer." 


"And | don't mind taking on any responsibilities to help ease the load" Steve said, returning with a bottle of 
whisky and a few shot glasses. 


David looked relieved beyond belief. "Thank you. I'd like that very much." 


NNNNNNNNNNNNNNNNNNN NNN NNN 


Bruce leaned on the door frame and sighed, staring at the still body on the bed. He looked so pale, so helpless, 
the complete opposite of the confident, if not cocky, leader of a bad-ass FBI force who would protect him with 
his life. A man who would hate to see himself, let alone having anyone else, see him this vulnerable. That was 


enough to break his heart even further. 


He stepped into the room, catching several lines of stitches here and there along Dave's upper body as he 
came closer to the bed. He didn't want to risk offsetting him, so Bruce kneeled down next to the edge of the 
bed before reaching over to take Dave's hand. It felt rather cold, but the beeping of the impromptu machine 
on the other side of the bed that Dave was hooked up to let him know that his fears were not so. It must be 
due to the blood loss. 


"Y'know," he winced, his voice sounded rather rough, even to his own ears. "We've only know each other for a 
few months, and have gradually developed into whatever we are now in even less time than that..but it feels 
as if I've known you for a lot longer. I'm really starting to pick up on your mannerisms, the facade you pull to 
keep up whatever appearances you've made for yourself over your lifetime, your quick temper, and all that 
other rot. And | can honestly say that | want to have more time to learn even more about you, whether it be 
for however long this whole investigation, mission, or whatever to end, or - I'm hoping - years after this is all 
said and done. To be even more honest," he chuckled bitterly, "I think l'm falling in love with you, and in the 
midst of this the thought scares me shiteless. And to think that this is what it takes for me to realize that." 


He started to reach out to touch Dave's face, but quickly thought better of it. "And know this..once you're 
awake, you're going to be absolutely sick of me being around you all the time. If you manage to duck out of 
my sight it will be a bloody miracle, because I'm going to be stuck to you like glue, and there isn't a damn 
thing you can do about it” His eyes squeezed shut as he fought the barrage of tears that threatened to 
form. "Please get better. Soon, very soon. The others need you.!-I need you." With his eyes still closed, he 
kissed the palm of Dave's hand. 


Someone softly cleared their throat and he glanced over to see David peaking over the frame and into the 


room. "Breakfast is ready. And before you say anything | know you may not feel like it but it won't do him any 


good for you to neglect your needs." 


Bruce nodded and slowly stood, his eyes still locked on Dave as he went to the door. He cast one last look back 


to the man in the bed before heading downstairs with David. 


Trouble Within 
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"Mhhm. Yeah." A grin stole across his face. "Oh yeah? Haha! That's great news! We just need to find a way to 


capitalize on it before they recover." 

Kirk tilted his head and crossed his arms, leaning on the door frame as Hetfield spoke animatedly on the phone. 
"You still don't know where they are? Well, we'll have to work on that in the meantime." 

Kirk smiled as he hung up. "Good news?" 

Hetfield crossed the room and planted an enthusiastic kiss to his lips, Kirk giggling at his excitement. 

"That snitching bitch is dead and by the sounds of it, Mustaine ain't too far behind her." 

"Oh?" 

"Yep. She led them right to those bastards. Last | heard Mustaine was leakin' worse than a broken faucet!" 
Kirk accepted another eager kiss. "I bet they're runnin’ around like chickens with their heads cut off" 
Things took a more heated turn when Hetfield's hand trailed underneath his shirt, the tips of his fingers 
brushing the soft skin of his side. "Of that I'm sure. But I'm not worried about them right this moment.” He 
began undoing the button of Kirk's jeans. 


Kirk glanced around worriedly. "Shouldn't we find some place more.| don't know, private?" 


Hetfield snorted. "Like they don't know already, and besides, do you honestly think they're gonna have anything 


to say to me? Or you?" 


‘Its the principle James. They already give me these odd looks, and | know that they question me and my place 
in all of this. The last thing | need is to give them the visual proof to add more fuel to the fire." 


Hetfield eyed him intently. 


"Please? We can do whatever you feel up to." 


"Fine." he muttered, dragging Kirk upstairs to his room. He made a mental note to speak to whoever Kirk was 


referring to. He already had an idea of who it could be. 


Kirk attached himself to James's side as he tried to catch his breath, their bodies covered in a light sheen of 
sweat and filled with the pleasant afterglow of their lovemaking. 


Minutes passed before their heart rates went back to normal, and Kirk made himself even more comfortable; 


it was his every intention to get in a midday nap in 
"Kirk?" 

Or not. "Yeah?" 

"Who is it?" 


"Who is what?" He had no idea what he was talking about, he could barely remember his own name let alone 


someore else's right now. 

James looked down at him. "Earlier you said that there are those that question your place. Who are they?" 
"James.'d rather not-" 

"| didn't ask you all of that. | asked you who they were." 

"And what would you do? Confront them? Portray me to be even weaker than they think | am with the whole 
Big Bad Boyfriend shtick? The last thing we need is for them to brood over you giving me any special 
treatment." 

"Which | don't really." 

"/know this. You know this. Even Lars and Jason knows this. But they don't see it that way." 

"Just tell me who the ringleader of all this shit is. Nothing needs to be done outside the two of us." 


Kirk sighed, he just wasn't gonna win was he? "Ron" 


James scowled Ron was a bit of a troublemaker even without trying to bully Kirk around. He could easily cover 


things up as a means of ‘discipline’. He'd pay him a visit later on, but at this moment he'd rather stay where 


he was and maybe go for round two while things were still lax around the organization. 

"McGovney!" 

The man in question turned from the group he was talking to. "Boss?" 

"| need to have a word with you." 

"Of course, sir." 

He trailed behind the large blonde, unsure of what he may have done or the purpose of being called upon. 


Pain radiated through his ribs as a steel toed boot made contact with his side. Hetfield hadn't spoken a single 
word when they got down to one of the rooms of the basement, and when he opened his mouth to ask what 


had he wanted to say, he got a fist to his jaw instead. 


Hetfield gripped the collar of his shirt and hauled him up, only to throw him against the wall; Ron groaned as 
he dropped to the floor. 


"Why does it seem-" Another kick, this time to his gut, winding him. "That every time | have a fuckin’ problem 
on the inside of the crew-" The ring on Hetfield's hand would leave a definite imprint on his temple where the 


punch had landed, making him dizzy." Youre at the head of it?" 

"l-l don't know what you mean, sir!" he gasped. 

Hetfield yanked him up and held him by the throat. "Every single member, regardless of the nature of the 
relationship now, that is in my main pack earned his fuckin’ place way before your ass even dreamed of joinin' 
the Syndicate. And you were damn lucky when | let you back in after that fuckin’ stunt you pulled with the 


fuckers from WASP, and you have the fuckin’ nerve to question who is where in my, my organization" 


He kneed him the stomach hard, and Ron fought the urge to throw up as well as capture the breath that 


escaped his lungs on impact. 
"| don't want to hear another fuckin! word from you on where anybody stands. Got it?" 
Ron whimpered and nodded helplessly. He could do nothing but grunt when he received a blow to the back. 


| said, got it?" 


"Yes sir! Please! | got it!" 
"Good." 


He curled in on himself as Hetfield left the room to head back upstairs. Through all the pain and impending 
humiliation, he felt rage and more than a bit of jealousy. Before he ever dreamed of the Syndicate? He was 
here way before that whore ever decided he wanted to play with the big boys! In fact, he was in the main 
pack before Hetfield demoted him the second that slut twitched his ass in his direction As for the 
confrontation that ultimately led to the decimation of the WASP. outfit, that was one less crew to fuck with 
them, so why was Hetfield so pissed about that? 


One thing was for sure though, he was gonna get that little bed warmer back, how dare he rat him out? How 
dare he? How dare he? He had just gotten back on Hetfield's good side and he does this? He wasn't the only one 
talking, so why had he been singled out if Kirk didn't have anything to do with it? Once he was fully healed, he 


was gonna find a way to make sure Kirk got his. One way or another. 


Night Noises 
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Bruce sighed and turned on his side for what seemed to be the millionth time tonight. It had been a little over 
a week since Dave had been brought back to the safe house a bloody mess, and he still hadn't woken up. 
Granted, Adrian checked his vitals every morning and every night, letting them know that we was getting 
better and better, a bit of his color returning with each passing day; Bruce would truly believe it when Dave 


opened his eyes again 


He just hadn't realized how much he relied on Dave for a good night's sleep as he tossed and turned. The bed 
was too cold, the pillow too lumpy, it just didn't feel right. Bruce sighed again, a frown gracing his face as he 
turned to lie on his back. He didn't know how long he stared at the ceiling, but his attention was turned away 


when he heard a noise. He might have been alarmed if it wasn't coming from the room next to his and Dave's. 


His face wrinkled in confusion only moments before his eyes widened in surprise, the sound he was picking up 
on was a soft thumping. The only room nearby was that of David and Adrian, the others further up the hall.. 
Now there was absolutely no mistaking when he heard the light sound of bedsprings. The look on his face had 
to be comical as he got up and went over to the wall closest to minimal racket, pressing his ear up against the 


cool surface. 


There was the vague sound of panting and he could just make out snatches of what the voices on the other 


side was saying. 
"Ade..fuck" 


A very audible groan reached his ears and he quickly covered up his mouth to keep from laughing out loud. He 
shook his head and went back to bed, his mood a little lighter than it had been all week. Guess who he was 


going to tease in the morning? 


NUNN NNN NNN NNN 


He fought down a smile while he ate, trying to secretly watch the interactions between the agent and the 
medic. They were seated close together, not enough for those who didn't know what to look for to notice, but 
Bruce was in the know and he didn't miss the sly glances and touches when the two thought no one wasn't 


looking. 


He knew he was acting no better than a schoolgirl silently squeeing over the new relationship of their best 
friend. Oh well, it kept him from mulling over Dave's condition, speaking of which, Adrian cleared his throat to 


excuse himself, heading upstairs to go check on Dave. 


David shifted uncomfortably in his seat, he could feel eyes on him, and from the direction he felt the stare, it 
was coming from Bruce. He looked up, Bruce immediately looking down and poking at his remaining pancakes, 
unable to hid the small smile. His eyes narrowed and he looked at Bruce for a little bit longer before turning 
back to his own breakfast. Moments later, he felt the eyes on him again and he glanced up to see Bruce 
snatch up his cup of tea and take small sips from it. He squared his shoulders and looked back down at his 
plate; this time, he shot a glare at Bruce as he caught him in the act. 


He opened his mouth to say something, but it snapped closed once he saw the mischievous glint in the warm 


chocolate. Then it finally hit him, his eyes widening in apparent horror as Bruce battled the urge to snicker. 
"What's up with you, David?" Marty peeked over at him from above the newspaper he was reading. 


David groaned and slumped back in his seat, and Bruce could no longer hold in the peals of laughter that had 
been threatening to take hold of him since the previous night. 


"What the hell is goin’ on here?" Nick looked back and forth between David and Bruce, every bit as bewildered 
as Steve and Marty. 


David glared. "I swear Bruce, if you so much as open your mouth about it-" 
"| won't! | won't say anything!" Bruce giggled. 


"Hm, now | really wanna know." Nick leaned forward and crossed his arms on the table; it was good to see 


Bruce laugh, it had been too long since he last had. "Spill it!" 


Steve quietly observed David, slightly amused; he took note of the blush slowly creeping up his neck, the way 
his eyes darted around, and it would take a fool not to notice how he sat on the seat with mild discomfort. His 
thick brows shot up, oh wow.. 


He opened his mouth to say something, but just before the words could come out, they heard Adrian shout. 


Chairs were knocked over and dishes rattled as everyone vacated the table, squeezing out of the door and 


rushing up the stairs. 


Bruce was the first to arrive, his eyes shifting constantly to take in what was going on Nothing seemed out of 
the ordinary until he looked down at the man who had been lying in bed for the past week and a half, his eyes 


growing wide in surprise, his breath escaping him, that kind of thing always seemed to happen when those 


hazel orbs locked with his own Right now they were dulled with pain, but they were focused on his 


nonetheless. 
"Dave " 


It wasn't the usual, non-committed sound he was accustomed to, but the small grunt he got in return was 


easily the most beautiful thing he had ever heard. 


Looking Up 
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Bruce still couldn't believe his eyes as he was shoved aside by an anxious Nick, the rest of the group filing in 
after him. They caught sight of Dave and swarmed the opposite side of the bed that Adrian was on, talking to 
him all at once. Adrian frowned at them but continued to check his vitals, making sure everything was on the 


up and up before stepping back. 


Dave was looking at the men beside the bed, his eyebrow arched as they continued to talk at him; he stood 
only a few moments more of this before he glanced at the medic, who placed his fingers to his lips and blew 
out a deafening whistle. The groans and complaints of the men were vehement, but at least they weren't 


trying to overwhelm Dave any further. 


Bruce backed up against the wall as the mass organized themselves, actually taking the time to line up to talk 
to Dave one by one. There were some tears from the lawmen, Bruce watching as Dave's eyes softened some 
with understanding, but he still kept his emotions in check. There was a bit of laughter when Nick complained 
about having to take over some of the technological aspects that was passed down to him when all the other 
jobs had been divided between the other three and some still were left over - after all, he said, he shot and 
fought things, and even blew them up a time or two, but electronics was a foe that he could not beat - ; 
Marty recalling the time that he had done something to make the computer screen go blank, followed by a few 
strings of smoke coming from the back of it. 


Adrian let them have their fill before shooing them out, Bruce nodding in thanks as he shut the door behind 
him. Those hazel eyes were back on him now, a pale hand lifting unsteadily to motion him closer. Bruce pushed 
himself off the wall and came to him, a weak pull on his wrist urging him to sit down. With many reservations 


he did, his bottom lip tucked between his teeth as he studied Dave's face. 
Dave frowned as he spotted the wetness of Bruce's eyes. "Hey," his voice gravelly from lack of use. 


Bruce tried to hold it in, he knew what things like crying meant to Dave and he tried his hardest to put on a 


brave face. 


‘lm fine..banged up..but fine." It seemed like a struggle but Dave was able to lay a hand on Bruce's cheek, a 


rare sign of affection 


And that did it. That pushed him over the edge. A strangled sob tore from his throat and he leaned down to 
bury his face in Dave's neck, his body trembling from all the pent up emotion he kept inside after his 
confessions to Dave's then-unconscious form days ago. A hand brushed through his growing hair - he couldn't 
recall the last time he cut it since Dave was always the one to nag him about going to see Marty again - in 


means of comfort, another uncommon gesture. 


It was some time before Bruce could better control himself, the tears now salt trails on his face and his sobs 
were now sniffles. "W-why did you go?" 


"Informant. Insight" 

"But a-at the expense of your life” 

"My job, Bruce" Dave reminded him 

"Hts a bloody stupid job" 

Dave let out a hoarse laugh. "Rethink that?" 


"Yeah, | guess. If it wasn't for this job | wouldn't have you, no matter how much of an arse you were when we 


first met" 

A snort. "Kinda heard" 

"What?" Bruce frowned and turned his head to the side to look at Dave with red-rimmed eyes. 
"You. Talking. Heard some." 

Bruce flushed. "What exactly did you hear?" 

"Water." 

‘lm not sure Ade will let me." 

"Just sip. Ade?" 

"Adrian, the medic. He stuck around to monitor you." 

Dave nodded. "Water." he repeated. 

Bruce's lip found a home between his teeth once more, his eyes honing in on a small, empty dish on one of the 


dressers. He got up to retrieve it before heading into the bathroom. He rinsed it out first, making sure any 


residual substance was long gone before pouring a small amount of water into it. He came back into the room, 


worried eyes darting to the door every few seconds as he helped Dave lean his head up and take a few 
tentative sips before gently laying his head back down on the plush pillow and ridding himself of the evidence. 


"There," he settled back down next to Dave, "Now that you may have gotten me into trouble, what exactly did 


you hear?" 

"Glue. Others." 

| meant it. You're gonna have trouble getting rid of me. And the others were so lost without you. They never 
knew how much work you thrust upon yourself until you were no longer able to do it. Which we're also going 
to have a nice little chat about when you're better." He was experiencing an odd combination of disappointment 
and relief that Dave hadn't caught the first part of his little speech. 

"Time. Love." 

Or maybe he did then. 

"Oh." 


Dave let out a tired sigh; it would be time to let him rest soon "Can't promise anything..to you." 


Feelings don't come easy for you, | know this, but just because | get the whim to vocalize it or demonstrate it 
every now and again doesn't mean they do for me. Holding it all in for it to eventually explode is the definition 


of insanity.” 


Dave nodded in agreement. "Try..is all can do. May not be enough..for you. Wasn't enough-" A series of low 


coughs wracked his frame, but he was quick to reassure Bruce he was fine when he looked at him in alarm. 


"Before." 
‘lm not like everyone else." 
"Ain't that the truth." 


The door cracked open and Adrian poked his head inside. "Sorry to interrupt, but there's still quite a road to 


travel towards recovery, which is best done while he's asleep." 


Bruce sighed and sat up from his leaning position, looking back and forth between Dave and the blonde-haired 


man. 


Adrian reluctantly gave him the go-ahead. "Just the one time, | don't know how susceptible he is to catch 


anything.” 


Bruce gave him a sheepish grin full of gratitude, leaning back down to give Dave a peck on the lips, his heart 


dancing as he felt a slight pressure in return. When he pulled back Dave gave him a scolding look, which Bruce 
quickly waved off. "Don't worry. | have enough dirt on him to make sure he doesn't say anything. It's not like 
they all don't know anyway." 

"Dirt?" 

Bruce barked out a laugh at the question asked in unison, one voice laced with curiosity while the other held a 
note of apprehension. He got up and headed for the door that was now wide open, "Let's just say that | room 
next to you." 

Dave wore a sleepy yet confused expression on his face while Adrian looked at him like he grew a second head. 
"You didn't." 

Bruce smirked, "I did." 

Adrian scowled. "Fuck. We thought you were sleeping.’ 


"Fuck indeed!" Bruce snickered. 


Dave was a pretty sharp guy, even in his current state, and the realization shined his eyes immediately as a 


devious smile - well, as much of one as he could muster anyway - graced his features. "Junior? You?" 


Adrian shot daggers at Bruce's retreating form, his mocking fits of laughter following him down the hall. 


Stalled 
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"Come on.just a few more steps." Bruce said encouragingly. 

Dave grunted, keeping his arms locked around Bruce's shoulders, putting as little pressure on his more painful 
side as he could as they eased their way down the hall and to their room. After another week of careful 
monitoring, Adrian gave him his official stamp of approval to head back to his room. 

"And." Bruce opened the door and guided him inside. "Here we are." 

Dave heaved a great sigh as he collapsed onto the bed, wincing at the pull on his side. He had had the stitches 
removed - leaving scars from pit to waist on his right side and just under his armpit on the left side where 
the bullets entered - the previous day, and he still dealt with twinges of pain if he pushed himself or moved 
too quickly. 

"Do you need anything?" fussed Bruce. 

Dave rolled his head back in a semicircle, stopping halfway to look up at the ceiling. 


"Dave?" Bruce snapped his fingers at him. "Dave." 


When he was the center of Dave's attention once more, he repeated his question. "Do you want anything? 


Water? Something to nibble on?" 


It was one of the side-effects to him being deprived of oxygen, one had to call his attention back every once in 


a while to keep him focussed. 


"Ummm..| guess I'll take somethin’ to drink. It ain't a big deal." Dave shrugged, looking around. "Where's my 
laptop? | should be workin’ on findin’ Hetfield." 


"Uh-uh." Bruce shook his head. "You're not allowed to be on duty until Adrian deems you able to handle the 


stress. And right now you're barely able to concentrate over long periods of time." 


Dave scowled. "| can just stop when that happens." 


"Dave, one mistake when you get off track and we could be discovered. It's not a good idea, just rest please." 
Dave dug a hand through his hair, "I'm the leader of this fuckin’ team Bruce! | got responsibilities-" 


Bruce held firm. "That will be handled until you are able. You push yourself too much and you'll be right back 


where you started" 

‘Im fuckin’ useless right now! Do you know how much | hate that?!" 

Bruce crouched before him and placed both hands on Dave's knees. "You'll be back in shape before you know it. 
And you're not useless to me or the others. They can still come to you for advice or updates, and I'll always 
need your presence." Despite the soothingness in his voice, he could still feel the tension inside the redhead, and 
he could see how stiff he was. 

"Relax, Dave. You're not doing your body any favors." Bruce urged. 

Dave snorted and rubbed his eyes, mumbling something under his breath, his posture never changing. 

Bruce frowned. "What was that?" 

"l said, | have a great idea on how to relax" Dave wiggled his eyebrows. 

"Davel You're in no condition to do anything-" 

"Who said anything about sex?" Dave smirked, his eyes on the lower half of Bruce's face. 

Uncharacteristic to his nature, Bruce flushed. "I don't know.." 

"Come on, you wanted me to relax, what better way?" 

"A massage, a bath, or something else of that nature!" 

"If you don't want to do it that's all ya gotta say." 

‘Its not that! l-l." Bruce trailed off, unable to think of anything. 

Dave just eyed him and he eventually capitulated; reaching out, his face heated even more as his hand grazed 


over Dave's cloth-clad crotch. He stopped at the waistband of Dave's plaid pajama pants, glancing up into the 


darkening hazel one last time before he reached inside. 


NNNNNNNN NNN NNN 


"How we doin’ there ‘Lina?" James peeked over the hacker's shoulder to check her progress. 
"He's out of the main Clearwater area. My guess is they're off the Clearwater Memorial Causeway." 
"Mm." James nodded. 


"Don't get too excited, that's just where the aftermath of the ambush was found and the snuffing out of the 
snitch happened just east of the Harbor." 


James growled. "These fuckin’ botched jobs are makin’ them more aware and more cautious. We can't fuckin’ 
have that!" He threw his arms up and paced behind the chair. "What can we do?" 


"Nothing more than what we're doing now, sir.” 
"Fuck! The longer we wait, the more time those jackets back in New York will have to build a case!" 


‘lm sorry, sir. One of them will make a mistake, and then we'll close in. Kip had said that he clipped a redhead, 
and from what you said, that was Mustaine. Without him breathing down their necks they're bound to slip up.” 


James snorted and stalked out of the room, tossing a last remark behind him. "We'll see about that." 


He jogged up two flights of stairs before letting himself into his personal office. He didn't worry about anyone 
bothering him, only a few could knock on his door, and even they weren't allowed in his private area, Kirk 
included. He walked over to one of the smaller file cabinets next to his desk, sitting down, he fished out his key 
and unlocked the bottom drawer. He shuffled under bundles of papers and envelopes before unearthing the 


item he was looking for. 


Given his treatment of most nice things, he was surprised the oak picture frame lasted this long. The photo, 
black and white, had been taken years and years ago - back when he was the oddball with the long rocker hair 
and the geeky face of acne scars. He and the other two boys were inside someone's house, the owner must 


have been throwing a party by the looks of red solo cups in each of their hands. 


He stood off to the side, clad in a Diamond Head shirt and leather pants, the boy on the opposite side of him 
donned a jean jacket with a plain, faded blue shirt, James's memory not allowing him to recall the guy's name. 
But the boy in the middle, in which both he and the mystery guy had an arm slung around the shoulders of, 
would forever be ingrained into his memory; encased in an Iron Maiden t-shirt, tight jeans, and a snarl - 
although tempered by his apparent good mood - that would be forever as trademark as his flaming hair, was 


Dave. 


A Broken Bond 
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James continued to glare at the picture. They used to be the best of buds, and he knew exactly where things 
went wrong. In fact, it was after the party in the picture that he lost a friend that he never thought he'd 


lose, and later in life gained a foe like no other. 


They were barely right side up as Dave finally got the key into the lock of their shitty apartment. They nearly fell 
in as they stumbled through the front door. Drunk enough to be in a good mood, but not drunk enough to pass out, 
the duo collapsed on the ratty couch and Dave picked up a remote that had seen better days to turn on the 
shabby TV. With most of the money they made going into the band they had formed, they could only afford the 
most basic of cable. 


While he was flipping through channels, James continuously threw quick peeks over at him, and not for the first 
time he wondered if Dave would ever reciprocate the burgeoning feelings inside of him. It had hit him out of 
nowhere really, one day he felt as if Dave was a brother, and the next he yearned for just a little more than 
that: 


It was torture seeing him draped all over random chicks he met at parties and out on the Strip, and there was 
never a shortage of those women - and James completely understood why now. The flowing red hair, the plump 
Ips that were constantly twisted in a sneer in the world outside the apartment, the long, lightly toned arms, strong 
hands made even tougher by the callouses of his trade, legs that seemed to go on forever in those tight jeans, and 
the overall don't fuck with me’ attitude that he wore like a second skin 


Oh how he wanted him. Judging by barely coordinated pushing of the down button on the remote and the way he 
seemed to slouch over close to him, unable to hold his balance for very long, he just might get his chance. He 
stretched out on the couch, one arm resting on the arm next to him while the other settled behind Dave. He didn't 
really respond to it, glancing back at it before shrugging and turning his attention back to the small screen 


James breathed a bit easier as Dave stopped on what appeared to be some run of the mill cop show with the duo 
doing a ‘bust on some beach. The creators of the show definitely made sure that the women pranced around in 
barely there bikinis, Dave whistling appreciatively at the tanned bodies of the obvious models that were prancing 


around for their fifteen seconds of fame. 


He was startled when Dave hauled himself up, muttering something about more beer as he left the tiny living 
room. While he was away, James debated on the wiseness of what he was about to do; how would Dave react? Hs 
thoughts were interrupted when Dave fell back onto the couch, a six pack in hand: he wrestled one from the 
plastic, tossing it over at James who caught it just before it smashed him in the face. He fought the urge to 
complain as Dave freed another one from its moorings and cracked it open, taking several large gulps before 


focusing back on the program: 


About an hour later, the six pack along with several more cans finished the job that the drinks at the party had 
begun. Dave was currently rambling about their bands promising future, his hands waving and his mouth moving 
miles a minute as he painted a vivid picture of the fame, fortune, and respect they would have, not to mention 
the women. He spoke about fast cars, his words heavily slurred as he dreamed up the big houses they would each 


lve in 


James couldn't help himself, he had a better chance of stopping the sun from rising, when Dave turned his head 
over to look at him as he chatted on about the hundreds of guitars he'd own, James made his move. 


"Deans, B.C. Riches..mmphl" 


It took a moment for Dave's brain to catch up with what was going on, but when it did, his eyes widened 
exponentially. James, his closest and best friend, was kissing him. 


James pulled back hesitantly to fearfully gaze into Dave's shocked eyes; confusion also came across his face 
before the redheads expression tumed blank. James opened his mouth to say something, but the words never 
came out. For him to be drunk off his ass, he sure was fast James felt the explosion of pain in his jaw, and was 


barely able to curl in on himself before Dave was upon him, fists flying as he cursed his very existence. 


The barrage stopped and James cautiously peeked between his fingers fo see no one standing above him, the 
stomping footsteps down the hall and the slam of a door signaling that Dave had left him alone. It was then that 
he let the last tears he would ever cry from then on streak down his face. 


NUNN NNNNNNNNNNNNNNNNNNNNNNENII 


"And | just packed up my shit and left. It took me forever to finally come to terms with it all. Even after the 
first guy | was with, | never saw him that way. | hitched my way across the country for the next several 
months until | ended up back in New York Then | started gettin’ into all types of shit before the dude that 
bust me that final time gave me the option of either headin’ to jail the rest of my life or signing onto one of 
their trainin’ forces, which is where | caught back up with Junior and met the other two. It was an easy 
choice, get eyed down by a bunch of convicts for the rest of my life or kick some ass legally. Fuckin ironic 
how that guy would end up bein’ my superior. | should thank Araya one of these days | guess, gave me a new 


purpose and all that junk." Dave shrugged as he played with one of the corners of the comforter. 


Bruce kept silent as Dave continued on, stroking his hair as Dave got rid of some of the demons that had been 


plaguing him for most of his adult life - even some that troubled him from his teenage years - his heart 


breaking from a bond forever shattered and the hardships of the man that lied beside him. 


lll-Advised Contact 
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Even though he hadn't let his heart become so vulnerable ever again, he still felt the pang in his chest when 
he thought about that night. So many things could have turned out different; they had the chops, they could 
have been millionaires by now - well, he was one, but it wouldn't have been through the Syndicate. They could 
be rocking stadiums, been well revered amongst the rock world, but instead, they lived as criminal and lawman, 
Hell, even if the band hadn't worked out they could have built the Syndicate from the ground up together and 
with their combined minds could have fuckin’ ruled not just New York, but the whole damn country; but alas, 
they lived as nemeses. 


Well, there was no use in living in the past, the only things that waited there was pain and regrets and the 
what-could-have-beens. What was in his future was far more bright, more money and power than he could 
ever want or need. And the chance to continuously outsmart the law continued to fuel him as much as - if 


not more than - a crowd of adoring fans could. 

James's eyes snapped towards the door when he heard the timid knock. Snorting, he tossed the picture back 
into the drawer and closed it, getting up to see who dared to disrupt him. He wasn't all that surprised to find 
dark brown eyes staring up into his, but there was a slight smile on Kirk's face that intrigued him. 


"The guys down in the lab believe they've rounded down the area Mustaine is hiding in Care to take a look?" 


James grinned and closed the door behind him, firmly locking it before following the slender man down the 
stairs. 


When he strolled into the room with Kirk by his side, the four hackers were fast at work on their individual 


machines. 


"What's this | hear about you pointing out their location?" He came up behind the head of the pack; and looking 


over Lina's shoulder, he eyed her progress. 


"We've been picking up on some slight communications around the areas surrounding Island Way. Someone's 


operating something they have no business operating, sir." She looked back and smirked at her boss. "And | feel 


that its going to work to our advantage very soon 
James chuckled and patted the back of her leather computer chair. "Keep your eyes on the connections, Davis." 


"With pleasure, sir." She turned back to her computer screen, her eyes constantly tracking the signals off the 


coast of Clearwater proper. 


James turned back to Kirk. "We should get things ready, have plans and backup plans. This time, I'm going 
myself to make sure the job is finished.” 


"Yes, sir." Kirk murmured before following James out of the room to find Lars and Jason 


NUNN NNNNNNNNNNNNNNNNNN NNN 


He knew that what he was doing was dangerous, that it could get them caught, but he couldn't help himself. 
Before his stay here, he had promised his parents he would come to visit them, and that had been ages ago. 
He looked around the empty space before pulling out his phone, quickly dialing the familiar number. It rang once. 
Twice. Three more times. Then he heard the beep of the answering machine picking up, his mother's voice 


coming through the receiver. 


H, there. Sorry we couldn't get to the phone in time, but if you leave a message, we'll try to get back to you as 


soon as we can 

‘Please leave a message after the tone, the cold, automatic female voice instructed. 

Beep. 

He sighed before speaking. "Hey, it's me. m sorry | didn't make it to see you, but unforeseen circumstances 
pulled my hand on this one. It's bad enough that I'm making this call, but it would be even worse to tell you 
why | can't contact you until everything blows over. | miss and love you both, and | want you to know that l'm 


fine. Bye." 


He hung up just in time for someone to knock on the door; cursing, he pocketed his mobile and darted over to 


unlock the door. 
David frowned when Adrian unlocked the kitchen door. "Any particular reason you're keeping me from eating?" 


"I just needed a bit of a breather. These past few days are catching up with me and | didn't want to burden 


you. 


David cocked his head to the side. "Hmm. If | didn't know better." 


Adrian flushed. "Nick's taking up the bathroom and Marty's in the living room, and I'd figured you all didn't 
want me to go lurking into the tech room so the next best thing was the kitchen 


David grinned, and Adrian fought the urge to sag in relief. "I'm just playin’ with ya Say, while you're here, why 
not help me make lunch? Marty says he's tired of being the one to cook all the time." 


David took a quick glance behind himself before giving Adrian a quick peck on the slips, grinning when the 
blonde's face heated up, the red flowing down to the collar of his plain t-shirt. Letting the last of the tension 
leave his body - that had been a very close one - he followed David over to the fridge to find something to 
fix up. 


Found Out 
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Dave was feeling exceptionally better. There was a small amount of soreness present when he was in motion, 
but the more he moved about, the less frequent the tugs at his sides were. His progress contributed to a 


rarely shown good mood, he even allowed Bruce to bully him downstairs to eat breakfast with the others. 


The conversation was rather random, everyone at the table seemingly dodging the subject of continuing on 


with their roles in the mission, but in the end, it made its way to the forefront of discussion 


| want to take back my job as leader of the squad" Dave held up his hand when David and Bruce opened their 
mouths to protest. "If Ade says I'm cleared to do so, then there's nothing you can say to change my mind on 


the matter. It's about time we fish out Hetfield and end this." 


All eyes turned to Adrian, who sighed at the discouraging looks from Bruce and David. "You two are not going 
to like this, but | think he's well enough to take over things again" 


The backlash was immediate. David and Bruce both vehemently opposed his decision, trying to get him to 
reconsider - they knew that arguing with Dave would get them nowhere fast. Adrian held his ground, having 
prepared for the grilling when Dave first approached him earlier that morning about his health. 


"I know you're concerned, as am |, to an extent. He meets the requirements of a dischargeable patient. | take 
my job seriously, and truth in that duty comes before your opinions," he glanced over at David, "all of your 


opinions.” 


The meal was rather tense after that, Bruce excusing himself from the table to go to the bathroom, leaving 


an even heavier cloud over the remaining men seated. 


NUNN NN NNN 


Bruce bit his lip as he fiddled with the mouse pad. While Dave was downstairs with the others, he took the 
time nick his laptop and hide in the bathroom connected to their bedroom. His phone call the day before 
yesterday yielded blank results, so he was trying a different way to contact his parents. 


He knew that this wasn't the brightest of ideas, but he felt he owed the two people who gave him life an 
explanation; that and his feelings toward Dave assuming his leadership once more put him in a position not to 
care all that much. He recalled his mother saying something about a vacation, which was probably why he 
hadn't gotten a response in two days. One thing that he knew his mum took with her wherever she went was 


her own laptop; she was even more tech savvy than he himself, despite her age. 


He logged into his email account and typed up a quick message to her, hoping that she didn't worry all that 


much about him and his current situation. 


Sorry | haven't done much in the way of speaking to you, Mum. Know that Im all right and that | plan fo see you 
as soon as | can My life has taken a rather sudden - and admittedly exciting - turn Dont worry, | know that | 
won't be able to so much as breathe as long as | keep the details away from you when I return, but | plan to give 
fo a rundown of what Ive been through these last few months in America Until | see you again, much love. 


He thought about adding his name, but thought better of it; plus his mother already knew who he was to 
begin with. Once the email was sent, he logged out and closed the laptop, putting it back in its rightful place 


before sneaking back downstairs, looking as inconspicuous as he could. 


It was several hours later when he got his mother's response. Dave was on the bed sleeping soundly while he 


read over his mum's words. 


Its so good to hear back from you, Bruce! | was about to go insane since you didn't contact me for months, and 
thats not lke you young man! Now that youre okay, and | expect you to fell me all about this, don’t just drop off 
the face of the Earth again It doesnt have to be often, just contact me enough to let me know youre alive and 


well 
Mum. 


He sighed with relief and sagged back onto the toilet tank Although he detected a hint of scolding, she wasn't 
angry at him, which was a good thing - marvelous thing, really. Deciding that answering was a bit risky, he 
may be able to get away with one, but two sent emails in one day was bound to tip someone off. He shut the 
laptop once more and exited the bathroom. He set the laptop back in its spot before climbing in beside Dave 


and molding himself into his usual place at Dave's side, falling into an easy slumber. 


What he didn't think about though, was the fact that his mother had used his name in the email. He also didn't 


dare delve into the thought that there could be someone watching his every move from miles away. 


NNNNNNNN NNN Aw 


Were they able to break through the security that the FBI had set up to disguise the safe house's 


technological use? 


No. 


But were they able to read the email and track the |P. address of a worried mother to the IP. address of the 


son in which they were looking for? 
Absolutely. 


And when James was called down to look over Lina's shoulder once more, the smile that stole across his face 


was nothing short of malicious. 
"Got ‘im." James chuckled darkly. 
Kirk materialized at his side. "How are we gonna go about it?" 


"I want to go in and get him. Drop hints as to where we take him to draw the agents out. | want to rid myself 
of not only Dickinson, but Mustaine and his vests too." 


Kirk nodded his agreement. "Then we should get everyone ready. It may take a day or two, but itll be good to 


go over any and all possibilities.” 


Fine with me." Grin still firmly in place, James turned away from the computer and headed out of the room. 


The final confrontation was not too far away. "We're gonna finish this shit." 


Caught 
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Several dark figures waited on the very cusps of the neighborhood, shrouded in not only the darkness of their 
clothes, but the deep shadows of the trees that blew in the moderately warm breeze. They surveyed each 
vehicle that passed by, waiting for one to stop at the sign that would eventually lead into the neighborhood. 


Once they were able to track the laptop Dickinson had been using, it was only a matter of time before they 
picked up on the radius in which the block was protected, and the only way to get inside was through.. 


And then the opportunity was upon them. Led by Jason, the small group of men darted to the Jeep that had 
the misfortune of obeying the law and stopping. The older woman inside didn't have enough time to scream 


before Jason opened the door and clamped a hand over her mouth. 


‘| want you to listen to me very carefully," he quietly instructed as the men filed into the backseat of the 
vehicle. Once he was sure he had the woman's undivided attention, he continued on. "We have no qualms with 
you or any family you may have, so we can guarantee your safety if you cooperate with us." He darted 
around the vehicle and climbed into the passenger's side. "What | want you to do is take us into the 
neighborhood. Nothing more. When you pass by, you will act the way you do on any other night and get us 
through with no problem. If there is a problem," he flashed his gun at her, her gasp cementing his belief that 
she would prove to be a valuable asset this night. "Then the consequences are pretty clear. Now go." 


The woman calmed herself as much as she could before driving off to the entrance of the neighborhood. 


NUNN NNNN NNN NNN NNNNA 


Bruce paced the near the gate in a fury. Once Dave had returned back to his normal self - which was more 
curse than blessing right this moment - he had reverted right back to his old ways. Long nights spent typing 
away at any technical device within his reach, he barely so much as napped since Adrian cleared him, and 
worst of all, he began to ignore Bruce in his strong pursuit of Hetfield, cooling their ‘relationship’ once more, 
the promises when Dave first woke thrown out the window it seemed. And this night had led to one of many 
fights they've had about it; this time, Bruce could take no more and stormed out into backyard - which was 
as far away from the redhead as he could get. 


Well, he wouldn't call it fury anymore. He was tired of this. He was homesick for both his apartment upstate 


and his birthplace. It's not like Dave wanted him around anyway, judging by his neglect, skip the home in New 
York, he just wanted to leave this country as soon as he could He should have listened to his father in the 


first place, he wouldn't be in the predicament he was now: being hunted and heartbroken all in one go. 


He shook his head solemnly at the large and winding oak tree that reclined over the edges of the gate. He 

might as well go back inside and just go to bed, leaving Dave to once more turn a blind eye to him in favor of 
his work. Eyes firmly fixed on the ground, he was oblivious to the shadows that lied in wait in said tree until a 
rope encircled his neck and pulled him up. He could barely breathe, let alone call for help as his body was lifted 


from the ground, fast enough to make progress but slow enough to prevent breaking his neck. 


Just when his face was turning red from exertion he was tugged over the fence, tape slapped onto his mouth 
as he struggled against not only the hands but for air as well. His face was encased in darkness and he began 


To panic even more as he was dragged away from the house. 


The woman whimpered as the gun was pressed further against her temple. They had said that after she got 
them inside nothing more was required of her. She had wished that they left her alone, but two of them 
stayed behind as the others departed from her car. She had no idea what they were up to, and if it kept her 
alive she wouldn't much as blink the wrong way, the thought of her children being motherless keeping her 


from doing something drastic as the adrenaline of fear began to kick in. 


Her attention was brought back when both of the back doors were opened, the sound of someone being thrown 
in loud in her ears, but with a snarled command from the man with the gun she kept her eyes to the front, 


careful to avoid the images in the rearview mirror as the men loaded themselves back in. 


"Alright," it was the original man's voice now, slightly winded from the struggle with the captive man on the 
floor. "Get us out of here. Make no mention of what happened here and little Bobby and Lacie will still have a 
mom at the end of the night. And if you think we won't come back if you breathe a word of this, try us. Now 
get moving." 


She quickly complied; the sooner these men were out of her car, the better. 


The trip back was much shorter than the way there, and the men filed out of the car as promised, hauling 
the bound man out of the vehicle with them. She didn't hesitate to pull off as soon as the man that got out of 


the passenger's seat nodded. 


The figures drew him up to a modified SUV that had just pulled up and threw open the last door on the right, 
tipping him on the floor inside before shutting it once more and filing into the other doors as the vehicle sped 


off into the night. 


Bruce was blinded by the bright lights in the interior of the vehicle as the blindfold was snatched from around 
his head. He looked up and as his vision adjusted and a cold feeling stirred in his gut and his heart dropped. 


"Well, well, well" Hetfield smiled down at him, but the look was far from pleasant. "How nice it is to see you 


again" 


Bruce squeezed his eyes shut and waited for the nightmare to be over. 


Gone 
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Dave flexed his jaw as he muttered and paced. Bruce had been on his case again tonight, busting his balls for 
doing his job, and this time he had the nerve storm out right in the middle of his sentence. He was such a 
fucking dival He completed another lap around their bedroom before he decided to go hunt down the drama 


queen himself. 

But as Bruce became a no-show around the house, he felt the first stirrings of worry. He jogged back up 
stairs and hammered on the other agents’ doors, panic beginning to rise when he discovered that Bruce hadn't 
been to their rooms either. The tension was rising as the others filed out to look for him, Dave becoming 
snappish when he told them he checked the house already; but still they split up into triplets, one for each 
floor. 

Still no sign of Bruce. 


"Didn't any of you see him when he left the room?" Dave ripped a hand through his hair, his frustration clear. 


"| saw him heading for the kitchen earlier, but he wasn't there when we checked" Adrian shrugged, his bottom 


lip tucked between his teeth. 


"So he must have went outside.” Steve concluded, and they struck off to the sliding doors that led to the 
backyard. 


No so much as a trace was found. Defeated and terrified now, they headed back to the house. They were 
almost there when Dave's phone began to vibrate. He fished it out and checked the display to see that he had 
received a text message. 

"Message. From Bruce." Dave's brows drew in a combination of confusion and relief. 


"What are you waiting for? Read it!" Marty urged, the group crowding in front of him. 


Dave opened it, and his face became an unreadable mask as his eyes scanned over the words. "Fuckin' Hetfield" 


he snarled. 


Everyone in the group started in at once, voicing their fear and anger. Dave ground his teeth as their voices 


grew louder, a low growl the only warring before his temper flared. 
"Shut the fuck up and listen!" he snapped. 
The others went quiet, all eyes focused on him. 


"As much as | hate the thought of leavin’ Bruce in Hetfield's claws for even one night, we need to head 


straight to bed." 


Protests were being shouted all around him and he let out a shrill whistle to silence them once more. "He's 
trying to lure us in. And make no mistake, we will have his fuckin’ head, but we need to rest so we can focus 
on the task at hand. The last thing | need are tired agents." Once again, despite the dark look the others could 
see in his eyes, his common sense prevailed. "By the end of tomorrow night, we're gonna be done with this 


shit, one way or another." 

Dave turned and his long legs carried him into the house at a quick pace. 

"What do you think the message said?" Nick asked to no one in particular. 

"No clue, but whatever it is, it was nowhere near good. Not where Hetfield's concerned” David uttered. 


Silence reigned as the remaining men looked at each other, the air around the heavy as they followed the head 


agent's example and went to bed down for the night. 


NNNNNNNNNNNNNNN NNN 


He hurt. Everywhere. He didn't know where they were or how much time had passed, but he hoped that all 
this would end soon - via death or by rescue, he didn't particularly care right now. Bruce felt a whimper leave 


his throat when he felt those hands on him again. 


No more, please no more. His body screamed as he was shoved over on his stomach, the rough hands yanking 


up his lower half. 


"What's the matter Bruce?" Hetfield whispered in his ear in a patronizing tone. "You liked a little rough play 


before, why not now?" 
He hadn't wanted to give Hetfield the satisfaction of hearing him scream, but that was battle long lost several 
bouts of abuse ago and he cried out, his voice hoarse and a large hand wrapped around his hair and tugged 


viciously, torturing his already tender scalp. 


'| sent a little message to Fuckstaine. Isn't it sweet that you got him in your phone? Got yourself a little 


boyfriend now?" Hetfield bit down hard on the skin between his shoulder blades, the soft flesh giving way to 
the pressure, the blonde grinning when he tasted blood. "You've gotten over me already? Isn't that a shame, | 
thought you actually liked me. Thought we had a little somethin’ goin." He dragged his blunt nails over the 
welts that decorated Bruce's back. "Well, why not have a little fun for the sake of old times while we wait for 


him, hmm?" 


The sound that left Bruce's mouth was that of a wounded animal when Hetfield thrust inside of him 
unprepared, the searing pain overwhelming him as he was torn yet again, the mocking laughter and jeers 
thrown his way were almost as bad as the abuse his body was enduring. Every time he would delve into 
unconsciousness, something was shoved under his nose -- the sharp smell bringing him back to this personal 


hell and burning his broken nose. 


He felt Hetfield still, the burn of the sticky warmth in his damaged hole becoming distant as his mind was 
mercifully able to shut down; his final thoughts being cast back to the safe house, willing Dave and the other 


agents to hurry or death to come swiftly, whichever came first as long as this was no longer his reality. 


Ready for War? 
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Dave struggled to hold his emotions in check as he strapped on his bulletproof vest. Last night had been hard 
for him; his mind kept drifting back to the message and the thought of Bruce being left with Hetfield for a 
substantial amount of time. And the fact that the last time he had seen Bruce they had had a huge falling out 
only made him feel worse. But if the night had been bad, this morning was pure hell, he had woken up to 


another message from Bruce's cellphone, and this one contained a picture. 


The image of Bruce's battered face jolted him out of bed to wake the others up and make the necessary calls 
to the nearest task force and his home office before getting dressed himself. The photo would continue to 
haunt him while he showered and tugged on each article of clothing, the message from last night also nagging 
him along the way. 


Ah, Mustaine. | cant fell how good it is to see Bruce again after such a long time. Dont worry, he's in GREAT 
hands here and we'll get re-acquainted while we wait for you. Mandalay Point Road, last house on the dead end. 
Don't be a stranger. ;) 


The way Hetfield so casually hinted at the things that he would do that resulted in the damage on just Bruce's 
face, he couldn't imagine what Hetfield had done to the other parts of his anatomy.. 


Dave shook his head and tried to get himself to focus; this was exactly why he hadn't wanted to get attached 


to Bruce in the first place, but then again, Bruce would have been the main target anyway. 


Picking up his laptop, he left the room to head downstairs to the meeting room. They would spend most of the 
day planning, and when night breached the sky, they would hit. He hoped Bruce would forgive him for leaving 
him in Hetfield clutches for so long. 


NUNN NNNN NNN NNN 


The drive to Hetfield's headquarters was an eerily quiet one; even the brash and loud officer they met earlier, 
Nicko was his name, sat silently. Steve had told him that his small crew had practically demanded to join him 
on this mission, and Dave just shrugged and nodded, so now they had two more blondes in their ranks as well 
as a rather grumpy looking brunette -- David, Janick, and Paul, respectively. Steve's instincts and trust 


capacity was similar to his own, and if he could trust the four men, so could he. 


He cast his hazel eyes over to his own team. Marty was staring off into space, no doubt doing the odd 
calculation or two in head for what's to come, Nick was tapping his foot restlessly on the floor of the SUV, 
nearly as anxious to rescue Bruce as he was, and their David had a rare scowl etched on his face, his head 
pointedly facing away from the man that sat next to him. Adrian had insisted that he be able to tag along as 
well, he argued that he had grown rather fond of Bruce throughout their time stationed in the makeshift 
hospital room when Dave was out and he stressed that he hunted all the time when he wasn't working, just 
give him a vest and a rifle and he'll be fine; and despite David's wishes, Dave did just that. Sure they had 
backup coming but he'd rather be amongst people that knew how special Bruce was not just for this mission, 


but to him as well. 


Dave leaned forward, "As much as | want to blow that piece of a shit off the map or something of that 
nature, | don't want Bruce hurt any more than he already has been. The signal from his phone picked up from 
the back of the house, but | wouldn't put it past Hetfield to relocate him for the hell of it" He had checked for 
the signals earlier that day because he knew that bringing any hints of technology would get them spotted 
from a mile away by the hackers he was sure were still at the compound. "On the initial attack we strike with 


stealth and if its necessary, with brute force. That's the other teams’ job. Got it?" 
His response was a chorus of affirmative murmurs and nods. "Good" 


"Paul and Jan," Steve glanced over at Adrian, who nodded his approval, "and Ade will be perched up high to 
cover us. They're damn good sharpshooters and good at picking out things in the dark so we'll have a good 
advantage over their shooters to boot. Hopefully they're good at climbing too since the only things high up are 
the trees." 


No one missed the way David visibly relaxed, ever so slightly, but he wasn't as tense as he had been for most 


of the ride. 


“There's a guard tower just on the outskirts of the property. We take the guys out in there and that'll be 
good enough. Though | caution that you be careful. Once you're spotted they're gonna attack that tower. So 
make sure you got a good, clean, and speedy way out." Marty suggested. 


"The driver is going to drop us off away from the house. There are decoys ready to take our places for the 
frontal assault so they think we're stupid enough to drive right through the gates. Meanwhile, we'll be heading 
through the back and we're going to split up into groups to infiltrate the rooms and labs there. Are we clear?" 


This time Dave received a much louder "yes" from all the lawmen and everyone began to shuffle around as 


they situated their weapons and prepared themselves for action 


The SUV came to a stop and they filtered out, the decoys immediately rushing through the shadows to take 
their places; in a matter of moments the vehicle was off and heading towards the front of the house. Dave 
took a quick sweep of the group of men that stood around him before nodding; turning, he led the team into 
the dense trees that surround the property at a light trot to conserve as much energy as they could. 


Breach 
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The group moved through the trees silently, their tread light as they swiftly approached the property line. 
They paused just outside the edge of the forest, and just as Marty had said earlier, there was a guard tower 
overlooking the backyard several yards away. 


Janick crouched down and quickly assembled his sniper rifle as the others looked for an opening in the tower 


that didn't require shattering the windows as they watched the three men in the tower eye their monitors. 


"Shouldn't they have access to infrared homing? That would be a smart thing to have equipped” Marty 
pondered. At the questioning looks he received he shrugged sheepishly. "Y'know, heat-seeking.’ 


"This is Hetfield we're talking about. He's dumb as shit" Nick snorted softly. 
"He was smart enough to catch us off-guard with Bruce. Unfortunately, he's not to be underestimated." 


Steve's words caused a solemn silence as Janick lined up his shot. "I'll take out one. You two take out the other 


pair so we get ‘em all at once." 


Adrian and David, dubbed Davey by the police chief, hurriedly, but expertly put together their own weapons 
before positioning themselves on either side of Janick. At the moment it seemed that they would have to 
shoot through the glass, and the rest hoped it wouldn't make too much noise. Just seconds later they caught 
a break, one of the men getting up from his chair to slide open the pane facing them, his complaints about the 


broken air conditioning loud in the night. 
The last thing the man would ever do in his life was sit back down in his seat, the bullet aimed at his back 
piercing his heart. The other two were oblivious since he made no real sound, Adrian and Davey picking them 


off before they gained awareness. 


"Alright. You three head up to that tower. And for fuck's sake watch your backs and look out for each other. 


The rest of you follow me." Dave commanded. 


David hesitated long enough to give Adrian a chaste kiss before taking his place by Dave's side. 


With the guards in the tower down the group had the freedom of faster and slightly hasty movements, but 
they still remained cautious and stuck to the shadows as much as possible. They made it to a heavily cloaked 


section of the house and plotted their next move. 


Dave sighed. "| would prefer that we get to the second floor. We don't know where the stairs are and the 
bottom floor is completely lit up. We ain't got much time before the decoys show up to the front." 


Nicko eyed the heavy oak tree that grew adjacent to the wall they were perched by, then he glanced up at 
the second story window closest to them. "That oak there looks sturdy enough. And there isn't any light up in 
that there window." 


Dave nodded and stripped off his largest weapons, handing them over to David before going up to the tree. He 
studied the thick branches for a moment and jumped up, latching on to the one directly above him, using his 
upper body strength, he hauled himself up and over the branch. Keeping his pace light, he steadily climbed until 


he was at the window, balancing himself as his eyes scanned the dark room before he tried opening it. 


Luck proved to be on their side and his eyes widened in incredulity as he was easily able to slide it up. He 
eased inside and upon closer inspection found that no one was to be found in the average size bedroom. He 
leaned out the window and motioned for the others to follow him. He kept a lookout as each man made the trip 


up, their journeys a bit slower with the added weight of the guns and ammunition 


Once everyone was packed in, Dave slid the window closed to avoid any small measure of suspicion. After 
retrieving his things from David, he made for the door just as the first stirrings of trouble ignited at the 
front gates. Shots were being fired and they held their weapons at the ready as they heard a multitude of 


footsteps rain down the wooden floors of the hallway. 


Dave glanced back to make sure the team was ready before kicking open the door. A loud thud sounded as one 
of the men ran into the door. The others that were ahead turned back and Steve and Marty fired the first 
shots, blood coating the floor as the men dropped. Everyone else filed out of the room and took out the 


henchmen, once the hall was relatively clear they darted down the wet floor. 

"We need to split up and clean this place out. They no doubt heard what was going on up here and there will be 
more on the way." Dave spoke as he reloaded. "Steve, Junior, you're with me. The rest of you follow closely 
behind Marty. He knows what he's doing and he's your best bet out of a sticky situation Finish up there and 


head over to the other side of the house where we'll be. Now move." 


NNNNNNNN NNN NNN 


"What the hell is going on?!" James dragged a hand through his hair as he paced. 


"There was a disturbance out front, sir. And there were shots fired on the east side of this floor. We need to 


get you to the star room immediately." Lars informed. 


"| wouldn't worry too much." James glanced over at the bed, the body on the center of it swerving in and out 
of consciousness. "We still got somethin’ they want. Therefore we have the advantage of that and numbers. 
Though | do agree, we should move the party to the star room." He walked over and yanked Bruce up to his 
feet, only for the man to stagger and fall to his knees. "I'll head there now, you three scope things out and 


send the men to squash out whoever found their way into that east wing. Then you can head back to me." 


Lars and Jason nodded and immediately followed his instructions. Kirk stood there and bit his lip, looking at 


James anxiously. 

"You too, Kwirk" James order gently. 

Kirk took a quick look back before rushing over to James, pulling him down for a desperate kiss. 
"| love you." He whispered when they broke apart, his hands clutching James's vest. 


James placed a kiss to the top of his head. "I love you too. Now go. The sooner we finish this the sooner we 


can get back home. I'll see you in a bit" 
Still looking unsure, Kirk nodded and jogged out of the room. 


"Now," James jerked Bruce back up, "we got somewhere to go. | think some more quality time is in order, don't 


you think?" 


Bruce was in no condition to fight back, his battered body practically dragged as Hetfield tugged him towards 
the door. 


Face-Off (Part One) 
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If he hadn't tossed a quick glance over by the stairs they passed he would have missed them. He, Steve, and 
David had cut down a small group of Hetfield's men and were proceeding further into the wing and he had 
checked to see if they were being tailed when he spotted a familiar mop of brown hair. At that same time, 


pain-filled chocolate met shocked hazel and Bruce weakly called out to him 

"Davel" It was barely a whisper, but Dave caught it 

And so did Hetfield. He locked over at Dave and smirked, winking an eye as he dragged Bruce up the stairs. 
"Bruce!" His scream brought the other two lawmen's attention to what was going on 


Dave went to follow, only to be bombarded by about four or five of the enemy; a shot was fired and Dave 
felt a searing pain in his thigh. He heard Steve shout for him to get down, and he barely had time to drop 
down before he and David expertly fired off their semi-automatics, easily dispatching the offenders. 


Dave gritted his teeth and put his pain on the backburner as pulled himself up against the wall and ran - as 
much as he could with his injury and the bodies littering the floor - up the stairs. He was confident that Steve 
and David would be fine on their own, that was part of the reason why he chose the two of them to tag along. 
He picked up the different shouts and the sounds of guns going off, but now his only concern was to get to 


Bruce in time. 


When he got to the top of the stairs he didn't bother to check the lock, he pulled out his pistol and shot at it 
instead, kicking the door open with his good leg. 


"Ah, ah! Drop it!" Hetfield commanded; he had a large arm wrapped across Bruce's chest and he held a knife to 
his throat. "One false move and he's as good as dead" He smirked, glancing down at the blood soaking Dave's 
pant leg. "Toss everything over there." He used a quick jerk of his head to indicate one of the corners of the 


office. 


Dave grunted, gently placing the pistol on the ground and toeing it over to the corner, he shed all of his 
weaponry, including several knives before he held his hands up. Hetfield began to move, causing Dave to move 


with them, turning until his back faced the door. 


"Well, well, well. This has been a long time comin’ Shitstaine." 
"The day | finally get to put your ass six feet under?" 


Hetfield chuckled and tightened his grip on Bruce. "I don't think you're in any position to be puttin’ anything six 
feet under." 


‘| want you to call off your men, Mustaine.” Hetfield growled. 
Dave snorted. "How am | gonna do that - shout? | wasn't stupid enough to bring a radio." 
"Coulda fooled me." 


"I'd say everything you've done up to this point is fuckin’ stupid" If he could buy some time, he could think of 
a way to get Bruce from out in front of Hetfield He kept his face neutral when he saw Bruce shifting subtly 
in Hetfield's arms, disguising it to make it look like he was sagging in his grasp; he could feel himself shifting in 
an off-balanced manner - fuck, he was losing a lot of blood just standing here, they had to move and move 
fast. Sooner rather than later; he didn't find the idea of bleeding to death very appealing. He hoped that backup 


would be here soon enough. 


Their opening came when Hetfield shot him a lewd grin. "Well, my decisions have gotten me between these 
gorgeous legs many times. So | can't find it in me to complain very much. It's just a shame he's gonna die." 
Hetfield licked the side of Bruce's face and the brunette's bruised features contorted in disgust and Dave's 
face screwed up in anger. The blonde tossed his head back and let out a hearty laugh - his grip loosening in 
the process. When he leveled his head back down to eye Dave once more Bruce threw his back with as much 
force as he could muster, eliciting a hoarse shout from Hetfield and the large man stumbled back into the 


door - effectively relinquishing his hold and cutting off his exit. 


Bruce collapsed to the ground heavily and fought against the black spots that appeared in his vision as Hetfield 


tried to recover from the blow, his face already coloring around the area he nailed. 


Putting his injury to the side once more, Dave lunged for the crime boss and former friend. 


Face-Off (Part Two) 
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Dave wrapped a hand around Hetfield's throat while he cocked the other one back and swung as hard as he 
could. His fist finished what Bruce's blow started, and blood began to flow from Hetfield's nose. Hetfield cried 
out and tried to block the attack, Dave letting loose all the anger and frustration he's felt for the past ten 


years in his punches. 


Hetfield was somewhat able to gain his bearings, aiming at Dave's thigh with his knee, a haughty sense of 
satisfaction filling him when he heard Dave's own shout. He clasped his hands together and swung, nailing the 
agent in the gut - winding him. He tackled Dave to the floor now that he was on the offensive, and dealt back 
some of what Dave had been giving him, landing hits wherever he could. Hetfield wrapped his large hands 


around Dave's throat, Dave trying his best to pry them off with his own. 


Dave felt his vision start to turn blurry, and looked around them for a means of escape; spotting a trash bin 
within reach, he nabbed it and hit Hetfield on the side of the head. He grunted, but held on until Dave aimed 
for his face, catching his already broken nose. Hetfield cursed and removed a hand to cup his nose, giving Dave 
the leverage he needed to use his own hand to twist around Hetfield's wrist and press down on the spot that 
unconsciously opened up Hetfield's hand. 


Dave brought his knee up and nailed him in the crotch, Hetfield's face draining of color and he crumbled over 
to the side. Dave hauled himself up on his hands and knees, crawling over to the corner where he dropped his 
weapons, his injured leg nearly giving out on him on the way. He snagged one of the pistols and clicked off the 
safety, staggering up to his feet as he pointed it towards Hetfield. 

Hetfields face was contorted with hatred and pain as he sat up, his hand cupping his groin. "Go ahead! Do it!" 


Dave scowled and moved to pull the trigger, the pressure of cold steel against the back of his neck preventing 


him from doing so. 
"Drop it" 


Dave squeezed his eyes shut, inwardly debating with himself before hitting the safety and tossing it over to 
the other side of the room. 


Hetfield smirked, pulling himself up with extreme care. "Good to see you, Kwirk" 
Kirk kept his gun and eyes trained on Dave, but managed to smile. "The feeling's mutual.” 


Hetfield walked over and picked up one of the guns and pointed it at Dave. "Well, well. I've been waiting for this 
very moment for years. After all the shit and all the time, | get to finally put one of the FBI's best agents six 
feet under." He aimed the gun at Dave's head. "We coulda been the best of friends still, partners in crime even. 
Thick as thieves. But someone decided that they wanted to play hero, and we all know nice guys don't get 


anywhere. Don't worry Mustaine, we'll take real good care of Bruce." 
Hetfield went to pull the trigger, and a shot sounded through the room. 


Dave looked at Hetfield and Hetfield's eyes widened in horror as a red spot appeared on Kirk's gray shirt and 


began to grow wider. 
"K-Kirk.." Hetfield's voice sounded broken 


Kirk reached down and touched the wet area, his hand shaking as he turned it over and looked at the blood He 
looked up at Hetfield, his eyes a mixture of pain and confusion, before he collapsed to the ground. Behind him, 
Bruce was barely able to hold up the gun he fired, his hand trembling with the effort. 


"KIRK!" Hetfield ran over to the fallen man to check his pulse, but the unseeing eyes that stared up at him 
confirmed his fate. "NO!" Hetfield snapped his head over to Bruce, and before Dave could make it to him he 
turned his gun to the brunette and fired. 


Dave tackled Hetfield to the ground and wrestled the gun free. He aimed at Hetfield's head, but two sets of 
arms wrapped around him before he was able to pull the trigger. Dave cursed and fought, but fingers pressed 
against the spot on his wrist and the pistol fell from his hand. 


"Dave, we got him. He's not going anywhere!" Dave picked up on David's voice, but he continued to fight - this 
time to get to Bruce. 


Ripping himself from David and Steve's grasp, he stumbled over to Bruce, who lied eerily still as his crumpled 


white shirt turned increasingly red. 


Kneeling next to a now unconscious Hetfield, David looked on in horror and Steve rapidly spoke to the ‘Il 


operator through the wireless phone he got from the desk in the corner. 


Dave patted Bruce's cheek as he tried desperately to get him to wake up, to open his eyes, to tell Dave that 
he would be fine. "Bruce! Bruce! BRUCE!" 


Clinical Studies 
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He groaned as the intensely bright lights and the strong clinical smell penetrated his senses. He blinked twice 
before he was able to take full stock of where he was. His eyes took in the bland, white setting while his ears 
took in the sound of beeping - it was very clear that he was in a hospital. Once he got his bearings, he shot 
straight up, his mind going into a full blown panic. He heard someone curse and caught sight of David as he 
rushed over to him from one of the chairs near the bed, trying his best to get him to calm down, but his 


mind was working in overdrive. 


"Help! | need a nurse! | need a nurse!" David exclaimed as he tried to hold the frenzied man down, but it was 
clear that he was going to lose the battle if he didn't get assistance. 


He felt a sharp prick in his arm before everything started to fade to black 
He uttered one word as he slipped into unconsciousness, “Bruce.." 


NUNN NNNNNNNNNNN NNN 


This time when he woke up, he remained as calm as possible and turned his head to see David and Adrian 
having a heated discussion in hushed tones. He waited for them to notice him, but eventually he had to clear 


his throat (and oh fuck did he need a glass of water) to get their attention 


Their heads snapped towards him. "Dave! You're not going batshit crazy | see." David grinned as he leaned 


forward and clasped his hand together. 
"What happened?" Damn his throat was scratchy, his voice sounding rough to his own ears. 


"The blood loss from your thigh became too much. You passed out on us. You've been out for a couple of 


days." Adrian answered, 
"Hetfield?" 


David took this one. "He's in custody as we speak and is currently awaiting trial. His closest cronies cleared out 


pretty quick when back-up came." 

"Bruce?" 

Both men winced, and the beeping of the machine he was connected to picked up to reflect his increased heart 
rate. Was Bruce alright? He hadn't responded when Dave tried to wake him, so could he be dead? The thought 
alone induced a sharp pain in his chest. 

"Calm down! Calm down! You don't want us to get the nurse again, do you?" Adrian raised a brow. 

Dave scowled, but tried to settle back down 

Adrian snorted. "That's what | thought." 


"Bruce?" 


"He was pretty banged up when he arrived. They were just able to take him out of the ICU yesterday. If you 


promise not to be a brat we could scrounge up a wheelchair and take you to see him." 
Dave nodded, and Adrian left to go snag a wheelchair from somewhere. 
"So." David twiddled his thumbs, "How are you?" 


"Thirsty, headache, thigh aches." 


David chuckled. "Never one to beat around the bush, huh?" He quickly sobered up. "We were worried for a 


while. You lost a lot of blood" 
"Bruce was the main concern. We're disposable, you know that." 


David shook his head. "We're not. And | know you don't really think that way, that's what you'd Aike to think." He 
sighed. "We'd be lost without you, man" 


"Well, you losers don't have to worry about that. I'll be fine in no time." Dave assured. 

"Okay! | just barely managed to nick one but here it is!" Adrian wheeled the contraption inside the room. 
David got up and helped Dave into the chair after Adrian maneuvered the IV out of his wrist. They rolled 
through several corridors and passed many rooms - Dave stubbornly choosing to row himself despite the 


throb in his wrist where the needle had been - before Adrian indicated the one that Bruce was currently in 


Dave rolled up to the bed, staring at him in disbelief; he looked so pale, so frail, so unlike himself. Reaching out, 
he took Bruce's cool hand in his as he studied his face. He had a faint scar just below his hairline and a short 


one that curved along his jawline, his nose looked like it took a bit of damage, and both of his eyes were 
bruised, one toned a faint yellow while the other one was an angry purple and appeared to be swollen shut. 
More bruising could be spotted where the hospital gown wasn't present, and if those looked bad, he can only 


imagine what things were like underneath it, especially since he would no doubt have a bullet wound somewhere. 


Well, it wasn't like his body was scar-free anyway, so he didn't mind. Bruce was still easily the most beautiful 
person he'd ever seen; he fought down an uncharacteristic blush that was threatening to creep over his face. 
These types of thoughts were a first for him - sure he'd felt more than his fair share of lust, but what he 
was beginning to develop inside of him for Bruce was something completely different from anything he'd ever 


felt before. 


"They still plan to keep an eye on him just in case he has to go back to intensive care, but they feel fairly 
confident that he's gonna take a turn for the better. Just give it time." Adrian spoke softly. 


Dave nodded, he was quickly becoming aware of how much the journey to Bruce's room had tired him out. 
Cringing at the pull on his thigh as he shakily stood, he leaned over and brushed the hair on Bruce's forehead 


aside - an innocent, but intimate gesture - before collapsing back into his wheelchair. 


On the way back to his hospital room he allowed David to push him along the hallways. 


Epilogue 
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Laughter filled the living room of the large apartment as the two men stepped inside. It had been months since 
the encounter with Hetfield, and Dave bore a slight limp from the aftermath while Bruce made a full recovery. 
Since Bruce's release from the hospital a couple of weeks ago, the two men had been seeing each other 


regularly and Bruce had just recently moved in with Dave. 

They had just been out for a night of laser tag with Adrian and David, their match ending when David 
accidently shot Adrian, the blonde man pulling him into a headlock as he soundly berated him for causing them 
to lose - the situation was still rather funny even as they traveled through the apartment to their bedroom. 


Dave couldn't remember the last time he had let himself go and be so carefree. 


Dave pressed a hand against the small of Bruce's back and the shorter man turned to look at him with a 


content smile on his face. "I take it you had fun tonight?" 
"Abso-bloody-lutely. The look on the staff's face when they had to rescue David was priceless!" 


Dave chuckled and pressed his lips to Bruce's, his arms circling his waist as Bruce's easily wrapped around his 
neck. The kiss was passionate but not frenzied, both men pulling back to rest their foreheads together. 


"Dave?" Bruce whispered 
ra 

"| think! think Im ready" 

Dave pulled back sharply to get a better look at Bruce. "You sure?" 

Although Bruce had recovered physically from his ordeal with Hetfield, he hadn't been so lucky mentally. They 
had just gotten to a point where they could make each other feel good, but actual sex was out of the question 


- they could only go so far before the flashbacks took over, causing Bruce to launch himself from the bed to 


hide in the bathroom until the memories had come and gone. 


Bruce swallowed thickly. "Not really, but | would like to try." 
"Bruce, we don't-" 
Bruce cut him off with a chaste kiss. "Please?" 


Dave reluctantly gave in, leaning down to capture Bruce's lips once more. They shed their clothes as they 
slowly advanced to the bed, Dave easing them down on their sides to avoid making Bruce feel trapped. Dave 
ripped and sucked at Bruce's neck, trailing further down as the soft sounds from Bruce spiked his confidence. 
He nudged Bruce onto his back and the brunette gasped as he nuzzled his thigh before his tongue trailed 
across the crease; a quiet moan left his lips when Dave licked his way up his shaft. 


Dave circled the tip, his hand cupping Bruce's sac as his mouth descended down his length. When Bruce started 
to thrust his hips he relaxed his throat and let Bruce take control of the pace as his hands threaded through 
his hair. He could hear Bruce's pants become harsher and louder, and he trailed a finger down to scrape his 
nail against the sensitive skin just behind his balls; a strangled sound signaled Bruce's orgasm, Dave quickly 


swallowing to prevent himself from choking. 


While he was still in an orgasmic daze, Dave took the time to fish through the drawer of bedside table and 
took out the lube that was stashed there. Turning his attention back to Bruce, he cupped his cheek and turned 
his head towards him, pressing their lips together in a soft kiss - Dave channeling as much reassurance into it 


as possible. 

"If you want me to stop, you know | will, right?" 
Bruce bit his lip and nodded. 

"Turn over for me." 


Bruce did as he was told, positioning himself on all fours. Dave got up on his knees, trailing his hand over the 
faded scars on Bruce's back and Dave pressed gentle kisses along his spine. Bruce tensed when his hand traced 


over his flank, his breathing picking up as he fought off the memories of Hetfield's abuse. 


"Is okay." Dave mumbled loud enough for him to hear. "It's just me. You know that last thing I'd do is to hurt 
you." 


Bruce tried to force himself to relax when Dave parted the firm globes of his arse, exposing his pucker to 
him. For a few moments nothing happened, and Bruce felt a heavy sense of apprehension, wondering what Dave 
was up to. His eyes widened suddenly when he felt the wet heat of Dave's tongue on him. Bruce gasped loudly 
and clutched at one of the many pillows on the bed as the tongue probed deep inside of him. 


He was on the very brink of losing his mind when Dave pulled away, replacing his tongue with a thick finger. He 
found himself battling the urge to bolt when the tip pressed breached his opening. He felt warm lips graze his 


earlobe, Dave murmuring nonsense into his ear to keep him calm. Dave moved his finger slowly, watching for 
any sign of an impending panic attack, finding nothing so far, he added a second finger, the whimper he received 
halting his actions. 


"Bruce?" 

'| didn't tell you to stop." Bruce ground out. 

Dave took a deep breath and continued, scissoring the digits to better prepare him. He drew his fingers away, 
urging Bruce onto his back. He reopened the bottle of lube, coating himself thoroughly before climbing between 
his legs. He leaned down to kiss Bruce, strong arms wrapping around his shoulders as he clung to him. Dave 
positioned himself at Bruce's entrance and broke the kiss to look him in the eye, seeing a combination of fear, 
curiosity, and something that made Dave's heart beat faster. 

"Last chance-" 

Bruce shook his head, something a little more resolute shining in his eyes. "Make love to me, Dave." 

Time stood still as Dave pushed forward, the head of his member sinking past the tight ring of Bruce's arse, 
followed by the slightly smaller shaft. His body tensed as the images of Hetfield's abuse hit him full force and 


Dave cringed as he felt Bruce's passage clench down on him painfully. 


"Bruce?" Dave took in the terrified expression on his face and spoke to him softly. "Your grip on my dick is 


awfully tight, and not in a good way. Has it hurt so far?" 

Eyes still closed, Bruce shook his head. 

"So do you honestly think it would from here on out?" 

Bruce blinked a few times before looking up at him, shaking his head again. 

"So you think you can relax for me? We won't be able to do this again if l'm a eunuch." 

Bruce gave him a small, amused smile before taking deep breaths, the tight grasp around Dave's length easing 
to a more comfortable level. Dave sighed in relief and began with steady movements, enough to get him used 
to someone being inside of him without causing pain. Bruce felt the first stirrings of the pleasure Dave was 
giving him, and his arousal - which had wilted when he was bombarded by the flashbacks - was beginning to 
make its presence known in between them. 

Dave decided to pick up his pace, Bruce moaning as he rotated his hips, causing a delicious friction within him. 


He encircled his legs around Dave's waist, and when Dave shifted to accommodate the slight change, sparks 


flew up his spine. He cried out, the sudden outburst prompting Dave to pause. 


"So God help you if you don't move." Bruce threatened. 


Dave grinned and did as he was told, making sure he kept the same angle - Bruce tossing his head back as he 
continuously brushed against his prostate. 


All too soon, both men felt the first flutterings of their completion. Dave balanced on his forearm and shoved 
a hand between them to wrap his hand around Bruce's cock, stroking him with the same rhythm he was using 


to fuck him. 


Make love to him For the first time Dave could honestly say that he was making love to someone - not 
fucking, not just having your average run of the mill sex. When their eyes locked as they both tipped over the 
edge, Dave could easily recognize that previously unnameable flicker he caught in Bruce's eyes earlier. It was 
love. And as they soared to unspeakable heights together, Dave was able to let all of his barriers down to 


reflect that same emotion that he was feeling 
They clung to each other long after they came down from their high, their eyes solely fixed on one another's 
"Thank you." Bruce whispered 

Dave shook his head. "No, thank you' 

"Il love you, Dave" 


Dave smiled and traced the scar on Bruce's cheek with a thumb. "I love you too, Bruce." 


NNNNNNNNNNNNNNN NNN 


Bruce was reclined on the couch flipping through channels in the living room while Dave was in the kitchen 
setting the last of their brunch on a tray beside the stove. They didn't leave their bed until late in the 
morning, Bruce demanding a repeat of the night before not only there but in the shower as well - his appetite 
almost insatiable after he re-discovered that sex could be mutually satisfying, his fears vanquishing while he 
was in Dave's arms. He stopped his channel search when he saw a flashing newsbreak on the TV. His eyes 


widened and his jaw dropped as the remote fell out of his hands and to the floor. 


Dave frowned when he picked up on the sound of the thick plastic thudding on the ground, and left the kitchen 
to see what had happened. When he got into the living room, he felt the rage build inside of him as he took in 
the picture on the screen and read the words that were moving across the screen. He could vaguely hear the 


anchorwoman as he let the news sink in. 


"This just in: earlier this morning a jailbreak was reported at the Metropolitan Correctional Center during the 
attempt to transfer some of the criminals to a higher level facility. Four men were able to break free from 
the guards; among these fugitives are Carl Hampshire, Mark Wozowsky, Chad Carmawitts, and, the most 
dangerous of the escapees, James Hetfield." 


That tucker! 

"This occurred only months after Hetfield made the incredulous offer of one million dollars - on the live 
footage of him being escorted to a police vehicle - to anyone willing to help him escape.. The FBI has already 
sprang into action to retrieve these felons, and if you have any information-" 

Just then he heard his home phone ring, and he angrily stalked over to it and snatched it off the receiver. 
"Agent Mustaine?" It was Araya 


"| saw the news." 


"You and your crew are needed again. This time we handle everything, including his transfer to a maximum 


security prison. We need you here at the office as soon as possible.” 


Dave grunted and hung the phone up, going over to the couch to take a shaken and outraged Bruce into his 


arms. 


No, fuck that shit He thought to himself. ‘This time Hetfield is gonna be carted away in a motherfuckin’ body bag..' 


Fin? 


